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EDITORS'  MESSAGE 


Back  in  September,  when  we  were  first  faced  with  the  task  of  putting  together 
a  yearbook,  it  seemed  to  us  a  distant,  remote  goal.  However,  now  in  June,  the 
yearbook  has  become  something  more  than  a  mere  periodical;  rather  it  has 
developed  into  an  accumulation  of  the  events  of  the  school  year.  It  portrays  the 
memories  and  emotions  of  the  entire  student  body,  notably,  to  the  graduating 
class.  Perhaps  to  them,  this  book  has  the  most  meaning.  It  will  become  the  last 
tangible  source  for  remembering  some  of  the  most  important  years  of  their  lives. 

We  hope  that  in  the  future,  this  book  will  have  an  appeal  to  all  Sehvyn  House 
graduates  interested  in  reliving  a  large  portion  of  their  past.  It  is  to  you  that  this 
yearbook  is  dedicated. 

Derek  Eato 
Sean  Scensor 


HEADMASTER'S 
MESSAGE 


"I  grew  up  among  wise  men  and  found 
that  there  is  nothing  better  for  man  than 
silence. 

Knowledge  is  not  the  main  thing  but 
deeds." 

-  Pirke  Avoth 


This  has  been  a  very  exciting  year  for  me,  my  first  as  Headmaster  of  Selwyn  House  School.  It  has  been  a  year  for 
me  to  learn,  to  observe,  and  to  become  acquainted  with  the  School  community,  which  is  really  to  say  the  students, 
staff,  parents  and  graduates  who  are  the  heart  and  spirit  of  the  School. 

Schools  exist  to  develop  the  talents,  and  to  foster  the  abilities  of  youngsters  to  grow  up  trained  to  take  their  part 
in  a  society  with  a  sense  of  competence  and  confidence.  Obviously,  we  try  to  pass  on  to  the  students  in  our  charge, 
the  knowledge  we  have  learned  from  our  forebears.  But  not  all  knowledge  is  found  within  the  confines  of  text  books 
and  class  rooms.  Knowledge  comes  as  well  from  dealing  with  other  people,  from  the  discipline  and  camaraderie  of 
sports,  and  from  inter-activity  with  others  on  a  daily  basis. 

But  what  good  is  knowledge  by  itself?  Some  say  that  knowledge  sets  one  free.  This  is  perhaps  the  first  result,  but 
free  to  do  what?  Knowledge  may  help  one  to  find  suitable  employment,  which  is  surely  important.  On  a  practical 
basis,  an  education  begins  to  prepare  a  young  person  for  a  career.  It  also  offers  him  self-knowledge,  a  sense  of 
direction,  a  formulation  of  goals  committed  to  excellence.  One  hopes  that  he  finds  as  well  excitement,  curiosity  and 
insight. 

Having  said  all  this,  I  will  agree  with  the  quotation  above.  It  is  deeds  which  really  matter.  If  you  are 
knowledgeable  and  do  not  decide  to  act,  to  perform  deeds,  you  waste  perhaps  the  single  greatest  talent  you  possesss. 
Deeds  are  important  too,  because  the  word  implies  actions  performed  by  others.  In  an  age  of  pre-occupation  with 
the  self,  it  is  important  to  think  of  others,  to  remember  how  fortunate  we  are  and  to  decide  to  help.  It  is  important 
also  to  break  down  one's  sense  of  isolation. 

So  I  would  ask  you  to  think  about  what  this  year  has  meant  to  you,  to  evaluate  what  you  have  done,  what  you 
could  have  done  and  to  ponder  the  importance  of  deeds.  Have  your  deeds  contributed  to  our  school  community? 
Are  you  proud  of  what  you  have  done? 

May  I  thank  each  of  you  for  making  this  year  such  a  pleasant  one  for  me. 

Robert  Manion,  Headmaster 


STUDENT  COUNCIL 


Selwyn  House  School  has  its  first  Council,  and  one  whose  members 
were  selected  by  their  peers.  There  are  two  representatives  from  each 
grade,  including  two  boys  from  the  Junior  School.  David  Skinner, 
Head  Prefect,  is  President  of  the  Council.  Tim  Reid  is  Treasurer  and 
John  O'Brien  is  Secretary. 

The  mandate  of  the  Council  is  to  provide  a  voice  for  the  Student 
Body  in  the  organization  of  activities,  raising  of  funds  for  class  ventures 
and  philanthropy,  and  to  serve  as  a  forum  for  discussion  of  numerous 
aspects  of  student  life. 

The  Council  meets  with  the  Headmaster  every  Wednesday  morning. 
So  far  the  Council  has  discussed  the  semi-formal  Dance,  fund-raising 
ventures,  class  trips,  the  home-work  policy,  amongst  a  number  of  other 
subjects.  The  Council  is  taking  an  active  role  in  working  with  the 
Librarian,  Mrs.  Ferguson,  in  seeking  ways  to  maintain  order  and 
harmony  in  the  Library. 

The  School  encourages  the  Council  to  become  involved  in  the  day  to 
day  operations  of  the  School  with  an  eye  to  improve  life  for  everyone. 
The  new  administration  is  proud  of  the  Council  and  the  work  it  is 
doing. 


STUDENT  COUNCIL  OFFICERS:  1981-1982 


Grade 

4 

-  Ryan  Blatt 
Jean-Paul  Kovalik 

Grade 

5 

-  Ted  Schopflocher 
Glen  Mah 

Grade 

6 

-  Kenny  Eakin 
Andrew  Hill 

Grade 

7 

-  Prasun  Lala 
David  Verchere 

Grade 

8 

-Chris  Naudie 
Peter  Hallward 

Grade 

9 

-  Demetrius  Kydoniefs 
Eric  Blachford 

Grade  10 

-  Tommy  MacFarlane 

Shaun  Maxwell 

Grade  1 1 

-Tim  Reid 

John  O'Brien 

PREFECTS 


For  the  first  time  in  the  history  of  Selwyn  House  School,  the 
Prefects  were  chosen  by  popular  vote.  Those  who  participated 
in  the  selection  were  the  boys  of  grades  10  and  11.  and 
academic  staff. 

The  Headmaster  presented  the  Prefects  to  the  student  body 
at  an  Assembly  devoted  to  the  occasion.  This  year  there  are 
eight  Prefects  with  David  Skinner  acting  as  Head  Prefect.  The 
boys  repeated  a  formal  pledge  of  office  and  received  a  Prefect 
Pin  and  Tie  as  signs  of  their  office.  The  Prefects  have  become 
actively  involved  in  the  daily  life  of  the  School.  Each  Prefect  is 
directly  concerned  with  one  grade  level  as  well  as  taking 
responsibility  for  a  specific  area  of  School  life  such  as  the 
Junior  School,  Publications,  Assemblies,  and  Athletics. 

We  are  very  proud  of  the  boys  and  wish  them  success  as  they 
tackle  the  problems  of  leadership  and  its  numerous  respon- 
sibilities. 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Mr.  Robert  Manion,  Gavin  Drummond,  Andrew  Woodall,  Denis  Stevens,  David  Skinner,  Head 
Prefect;  John  Cowling,  Sebastian  Gault,  William  Zacharkiw. 
ABSENT:  Colin  Chang. 
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GRADS 


I 


ROBERT  AGUAYO 

Throughout  the  years,  Rob,  better  known  as  the  Stud,  has  had  obvious  suc- 
cesses at  the  school.  He  managed  to  maintain  an  incredibly  average  average, 
while  competing  on  just  about  every  team  formed.  In  the  fall  he  played  football, 
and  though  he  was  not  the  biggest  player,  he  managed  to  be  a  key  factor  in  the 
team's  success.  In  hockey,  he  strived  as  both  an  offensive  and  defensive  player. 
Finally,  by  the  time  rugby  season  came  around,  Rob,  even  though  he  suffered 
from  excrutiating  pain  and  numerous  booboos,  once  again  proved  to  be  an 
exceptional  player.  What  makes  Rob  such  a  well-rounded  person  is  that,  though 
he  spent  much  time  studying  and  winning  sports  trophies,  he  still  found  time  to 
help  his  fellow  students  in  times  of  trouble  and  to  have  his  own  fun.  Rob,  we'll 
never  forget  you. 

-your  friends. 
Now  the  ice  will  thaw  and  the  flowers  can  begin  to  grow. 


STEPHEN  AHERN 

This  young  man  has  gotten  himself  into  more  trouble  this  year  than  one  can 
imagine.  Who's  the  new  girl  this  week  anyways,  Steve?  The  composition  kid, 
member  of  the  exclusive  "tanning  club"  is  late  again.  Being  an  eternal  genius 
also  gives  him  the  right  to  be  a  schizophrenic  any  time  he  wants  to. 

"You  got  any  today,  Steve?" 
"I've  always  got  it,  child." 
Steve  will  always  be  remembered  by  classmates  for  the  person  who  just  floats 
around,  making  new  friends  everywhere.  It  appears  as  though  he  is  always  in  two 
places  at  the  same  time.  Over  to  Anne's  to  tan?  Or,  over  to  Kim's  to  bim?  I'm 
sure  Steve  will  always  be  in  everyone's  mind  for  years  to  come. 
I'll  take  the  high  road  and  meet  you  in  Calgary. 

-  A  Friend 
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JOHN  ARMSTRONG 

Well  known  for  his  fickleness  towards  females,  "Armie"  has  proven  himself  to 
be  a  successful  "party-heartier"  first  class.  Whether  giving  lessons  on  studliness 
or  trying  to  imitate  Ziggy's  super-coiffe,  Juan  has  elevated  his  Edmontonian 
image  to  that  of  a  chic,  Westmount  Bif-in-training.  Member  of  the  Pumphouse 
Quartet  and  part-time  ray-catcher,  John  will  be  definitely  remembered  for  his 
responsible  attitude  towards  school;  "We  have  eight  tests  tomorrow?  Forget  it! 
Let's  get  whaled!!  "It's  been  a  great  three  years,  Johnny?  and  I'm  sure  we'll 
meet  again,  burning  down  the  slopes  of  some  Rocky  Mountain  peak. 

-  a  friend  (and  roomie) 


DUNCAN  BALL 

Druncan  is  best  known  for  his  favorite  habit:  being  a  true  gourmet.  He  is 
always  first  to  point  out  the  sensous  qualities  of  a  deLUSHous  meal.  Good  ol' 
Dune  has  turned  out  to  be  an  eternal  party-goer,  constantly  on  the  look-out  for  a 
fun  time.  This  "getting  wailed  is  the  best  road  to  Nirvana"  attitude  assures  that 
his  company  will  always  be  enjoyable.  A  never-say-die  (or  wipe  out)  ski  bum, 
computer  whiz  (Sneakers  freak),  and  possesser  of  admirable  wit  and  a  rather  bent 
sense  of  humour,  Drunc  is  sure  to  liven  up  any  blase  conversation.  Famous  for 
his  quest  for  adventure  (He  is  known  to  wander  aimlessly  down  on  Crescent  in 
the  wee  hours  of  the  morning),  with  Dune  around,  something  interesting  always 
happens.  "Tempus  Bibendi"  -  it's  been  great!! 

A(A)  Friend. 


COLIN  CHANG 

I'd  like  to  get  away  from  earth  awhile 

And  then  come  back  to  it  and  begin  over. 

May  no  fate  wilfully  misunderstand  me 

And  half  grant  me  what  I  wish  and  snatch  me  away 

Not  to  return.  Earth's  the  right  place  for  love: 

I  don't  know  where  it's  likely  to  go  better. 

Robert  Frost 
Well,  the  time  has  come  for  me  to  bid  you  all  farewell.  It  has  been  for  me 
quite  an  interesting  (for  lack  of  a  better  word)  eleven  year  experience  -  one  I  shall 
never  forget.  To  all  fellow  and  future  graduates  as  well  as  anybody  else  I  may 
have  encountered,  I  wish  the  very  best  of  luck  in  the  coming  years. 
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WILLIAM  COFFEY 

William,  or  Ben,  as  he  is  affectionately  known  by  his  friends,  may  have  gone 
through  his  seven  year  career  at  Selwyn  House  unnoticed  by  the  younger  grades, 
he  certainly  did  not  go  unrecognized  by  his  own  classmates.  Perhaps  he  was  not 
in  the  spotlight  because  of  his  peculiarities:  unselfishness,  thoughtfulness,  and 
consideration.  He  did,  however,  make  waves  this  year  when  he  became  interested 
in  rugby.  For  a  "rookie",  he  did  exceptionally  well.  Not  only  was  he  playing 
among  bigger  athletes,  but  he  also  started  in  a  great  number  of  games.  An  even 
greater  accomplishment  for  Ben  was  his  winning  of  the  MVP  award  for  cross- 
country skiing,  after  so  many  years  of  hard  work. 

Anyways,  Benge,  good  luck  next  year.  I  guess  Selwyn's  loss  in  Mount  A's 
gain.  We'll  miss  you. 


JOHN  COWLING 

Sellie  is  very  different  from  what  I  had  expected  in  grade  five  when  I  came. 
The  masters  don't  make  you  eat  properly,  I  didn't  get  into  a  fight  every  recess, 
and  I  was  never  caned  once  for  dropping  my  pencil.  I'd  like  to  thank  all  the 
people  that  made  this  possible  incl.  m.  and  p.,  S.'s  O.  &  B.,  and  esp.  all  my  f.s 
(they  know  who  they  are!) 

Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
I  will  fear  no  evil; /for  thou  art  with  me;  thy  rod  and 
thy  staff  comfort  me. 
Thou  shalt  prepare  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  them 
that  trouble  me; /thou  hast  anointed  my  head  with  oil, 
and  my  cup  shall  be  full. 
Surely  thy  loving  kindness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days 
of  my  life; /and  1  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  ever. 

Psalm  23  verses  4-6 

Thanks  Sellie. 
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GRANT  DALY 

I've  been  at  Selwyn  House  for  eleven  years.  For  nine  of  those  years,  I  was 
known  as  Daly  2  thanks  to  my  brother  who  was  two  years  ahead  of  me.  During 
my  tenure  at  the  school  I  have  seen  and  experienced  many  changes;  some  for  the 
better  and  some  for  the  worse.  I  made  some  good  friends  and  lost  a  few, 
probably  for  the  better.  I  won't  even  begin  to  count  the  number  of  meals  I've 
eaten  in  the  infamous  dining  room.  I  was  never  the  star  of  an  athletic  team  or 
was  I  overwhelming  in  the  area  of  academics  but  I  still  had  a  good  time.  There 
have  been  good  and  bad  times,  but  when  I  look  back  in  twenty  years  I  think  I'll 
remember  the  good  times.  I'm  off  to  a  new  school  but  I'll  come  back  and  visit. 


SANTIAGO  DECHURRUCA 

Santy  is  our  representative  from  lands  far  away,  and  sometimes  we  think  that 
his  mind  is  still  there.  He  has  an  outstanding  ability  to  be  physically  present  in 
class  even  though  his  thoughts  are  of  another  planet.  The  really  outstanding 
aspect  of  this  ability  is  to  be  able  to  answer  questions  in  a  perfectly  rational  and 
reasonable  way  so  that  there  was  many  a  teacher  who  never  realized  that  Santy 
was  operating  purely  by  remote  control. 

"Beyond  Mars  he  drifts,  yet  he  pleases  us  with  his  warm  presence." 

E.C.E. 


PHIL  DELEONARDIS  (PIPPO) 

My  six  years  at   Selwyn   House  School   have  been  a  great   experience.   The 

teachers  and  their  courses  well  enjoyable,  the  coaches  and  their  sports  as  well.  A 

special  thanks  goes  to  those  students  who  stayed  with  me  during  the  good  and 

bad  times:  G.  Cantlett,  G.  Groszman,  T.  Zyto,  P.  Sader,  and  of  course  Tim 

Reid. 

Pippo 
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CHRISTOPHER  DONALD 

My  Selwyn  Career:  It  is  quite  funny  how  much  one  misses  the  school.  I've 
spent  seven  years  of  my  life  with  some  of  the  best  people  I'll  probably  ever  meet 
in  my  life.  To  my  friends,  teachers  and  Selwyn  House,  I  salute  you!  Au  revoir 
mais  pas  Adieu! 

Many  have  the  desire  to  win  but  few  have  the  desire  to  prepare  to  win. 

-Olympic  Coach 
We  never  lose.  Sometimes,  of  course,  the  clock  runs  out  while  the  other  team 
still  has  more  points,  but  we  know  that  the  game  isn't  really  over,  that  if  we  kept 

playing  we'd  end  up  ahead. 

-Jerry  Kramer 


GAVIN  DRUMMOND 

Hello.  Leadership.  Two  Burgers.  Commando  Raids.  Knock,  Knock.  Prefs. 
Head  Boy.  Super!  The  meal.  Balanced  28,  on  one.  Warriors,  come  out  to  play. 
Three  seconds  aft.  Surging  in  the  shower.  Ball  Regent.  Survey  says  ...?  Zooed. 
Studs?  Common  Room  Blues.  T.K.  Always  wrong.  Pair  in  the  ...?  Hey,  dread, 
watch  your  head.  Birks  sermons.  Twelve  days  of  classes.  Canada's  Team.  SUb- 
Circus.  Robin  and  his  merry  men:  Heathburger,  Studly,  Jacques.  Celtics  warm 
up.  Pen  in  face  treatment.  Jisabelle.  Marietta.  SLA.  All-night  Turvey.  Cluck. 
April  Fool's  Day  Promenade  and  Sing  along.  Jailhousie  Bob.  Reuben's  Cube. 
Modelling?  Bobby's  missing  again.  Roma  R.  Rocks.  Atta  boy.  Le  Singe.  JLA, 
gone  but  not  forgotten.  Slave.  Baxter.  Vimmer.  Choctopus.  Stick.  Grads. 
Goodbye. 

One  thousand  words  gives  a  good  picture. 


CHRIS  EBERTS 

Chip  has  enjoyed,  at  least  to  a  limited  extent,  his  eleven  years  at  Selwyn 
House.  As  resident  fashion  expert,  he  showed  a  tremendous  aptitude  for  never 
looking  the  least  bit  pleased  to  be  here.  His  showdowns  with  the  teaching 
community,  consequently,  were  numerous  and  eventful.  His  only  solace  being 
various  lunches  at  the  club  and  treks  to  the  computer  room;  in  turn,  Chip 
managed  to  make  it  through  yet  another  year  in  one  piece.  As  a  racquet  sports 
wonder,  Chip  proved  his  athletic  prowess  on  all  courts.  As  an  inventor  and 
instigator  of  many  nicknames  and  expressions,  Chip  provided  a  lot  of  distraction 
from  the  excitement  of  geography  class.  "To  be  at  Selwyn  so  long,"  Chip  was 
heard  to  say,  "is  certainly  an  experience." 
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SEBASTIAN  GAULT 

"Say  this  City  has  Ten  Million  Souls" 

Say  this  city  has  ten  million  souls, 

Some  are  living  in  mansions,  some  are  living  in  holes: 

Yet  there's  no  place  for  us,  my  dear,  yet  there's  no  place  for  us. 

Once  we  had  a  country  and  we  thought  it  fair, 

Look  in  the  atlas  and  you'll  find  it  there: 

We  cannot  go  there  now,  my  dear,  old  passports  can't  do  that. 

In  the  village  churchyard  there  grows  an  old  yew, 

Every  spring  it  blossoms  anew: 

Old  passports  can't  do  that,  my  dear,  old  passports  can't  do  that. 

The  Consul  banged  the  table  and  said: 

"If  you've  got  no  passports  you're  officially  dead"; 

But  we  are  still  alive,  my  dear,  but  we  are  still  alive. 

Went  to  a  committee;  they  offered  me  a  chair; 

Asked  me  politely  to  return  next  year: 

But  where  shall  we  go  to-day,  my  dear,  but  where  shall  we  go  today? 

-W.H.  Auden 


THEO  HOMA 

I've  really  enjoyed  my  four  years  here:  the  students,  teachers,  the  food,  and  all 
the  great  times.  It  all  comes  to  an  end  now,  and  a  new  life  awaits  me.  I  would 
like  to  wish  you  all  good  luck  in  your  future  endeavours.  In  sincere  appreciation 
of  a  great  school  and  a  great  class  of  '82.  Thank-you. 

Where  in  this  wide  world 
Can  man  find  nobility  without 
Pride,  Friendship  without  Envy, 
Or  Beauty  without  Vanity? 
Here,  Where  Grace  is  laced 
With  Muscle,  and  Strength  by 
Gentleness  Confined. 

They  Serve  without  Servility 
They  have  fought  without 
Enmity.  There  is  Nothing  so 
Powerful,  Nothing  less  Violent; 
There  is  Nothing  so  Quick, 
Nothing  more  patient. 
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ROBERT  KEENE 

Bob   had   a   certain   motto   during   his   years   at   Selwyn   House,   which   went 
something  like  this:  "Ask  not  what  you  can  do  for  your  school  but  rather  ask 
what  your  school  can  do  for  you."  With  this  attitude,  Bob  sifted  through  the 
system  for  eight  years  with  varying  ease.   His  own  brand  of  humour  seemed 
apparent  wherever  he  went  -  as  a  participant  in  an  incredible  variety  of  sports 
and  as  a  student  of  questionable  effort.   Bob  has  his  own  set  of  goals  as  a 
member  of  the  school  community:   stalking  the  perfect   tan,  going  through  a 
whole  day  of  school  without  attending  one  class,  running  a  marathon  without 
breaking  a  sweat,  wearing  the  latest  in  trousers,  sleeping  through  English  without 
being  interrupted.  Whether  he  will  be  remembered  or  not  in  years  to  come  is  no 
concern  of  Bob's,  for  his  rebirth  "up  the  hill"  is  all  that  is  on  his  mind. 
"Whey  they  use  you  live  big  today 
Tomorrow  you  bury  ina  Casket." 
-Bob  Nesta  Marley 


ESKO  KILPINEN 

Esko  has  been  Selwyn's  ambassador  from  Nun's  Island  since  he  arrived  in 
Grade  7.  Esko  has  been  infamous  for  his  screeching  U  turns  on  Ste.  Catherine  in 
the  "egg  mobile"  and  renowned  for  his  being  the  first  in  the  grade  to  come  of 
age.  Although  "sko'"s  academic  achievements  have  not  yet  equalled  his  social 
achievements,  his  marks  are  still  noteworthy.  Esko  is  off  to  Carleton  for  a  "big 
party"  next  year  and  he  will  be  greatly  missed.  Esko  is  sure  to  succeed  at 
whatever  he  does  and  will  make  friends  wherever  he  goes. 
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PHILIP  LAPIN 


My  impression  of  Selwyn  House  was  formed  originally  that  day  six  years  ago 
when  I  came  to  write  my  entrance  exams  for  grade  seven.  The  first  thing  I 
remember  was  a  sign  on  the  gym  equipment  room  door  that  said:  "Anyone 
walking  in  the  gym  with  streetshoes  will  win  a  detention."  Then  as  I  was  touring 
the  library,  I  remember  the  first  teacher  I  met:  Mr.  Varey.  1  can't  remember 
what  he  growled  at  me,  but  looking  back,  I  think  it  was  unintelligible.  Well,  the 
next  few  years  weren't  so  bad  as  all  that;  in  fact,  I  rather  enjoyed  them.  I  must 
admit,  though,  that  the  teachers  have  mellowed  somewhat  over  the  years.  I  can 
remember,  several  years  back,  for  instance,  when  in  a  two  year  time  span,  we 
managed  to  scare  off  seven  linguistics  teachers  and  four  English  teachers:  they 
sure  don't  make'em  like  they  used  to. 

Although,  it  would  seem,  that  many  things  have  changed,  such  as  the  food 
(even  though  I  don't  know  what  it  changed  into),  the  teachers,  the  administrators 
and  the  courses,  we're  still  not  allowed  to  walk  in  the  gym  with  our  street  shoes. 

"Training  is  everything.  The  peach  was  once  a  bitter  almond;  cauliflower  is 
nothing  but  cabbage  with  a  college  education." 

-Mark  Twain 


OPIE  MAAG 

What  can  I  say  about  Opie?  He  did  none  of  it:  football,  rugby,  hockey,  tennis, 
golf,  basketball,  curling,  photography,  debating,  woodworking,  yearbook, 
Fourth  Dimension,  he  even  wrote  essays  that  weren't  close  to  being  accepted  for 
the  Meighen  contest.  Opie  epitomizes  what  we  once  revered  as  the  renaissance 
teen.  And  apart  from  his  intimate  relationships  with  rabbits  we  know  very  little 
to  help  us  understand  him.  After  persistent,  non-stop  partying  he  astounded  us 
all  with  his  miraculous  and  exceptional  appreciation  for  the  sciences.  His 
numerous  successful  attempts  at  confusing  Loom  astounded  our  calculus  class 
and  his  catchy  Wagarian  expressions  overwhelmed  our  vocabularies:  nay  spock, 
the  horse  impersonations,  rubby,  R  and  C's  and  skinhead. 

Until  we  meet  at  the  great  Gibeau's  in  the  sky, 

Dar,  Dar, 
S.V.  and  all  those  who  still  can't  figure  you  out. 
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ANDREW  MACKAY 

In  his  stay  at  Selly,  Andy  (the  lone  survivor  of  12  years)  has  disproven  the 
legendary  myth:  prolonged  exposure  to  Selwyn  House  has  deranged  his  character 
only  slightly.  Sure  he  has  his  quirks,  but  all  and  all  he  has  come  through  the  trial 
of  fire  unscathed  (well  ...  almost!).  A-a-a-n-n-d-y,  always  in  a  cheery  mood, 
brightens  up  any  conversations  with  his  jovial(t)  wit.  He  is  sure  to  be  constantly 
making  his  presence  known  (Natural  Gas,  Inc.  strikes  again!!  Run  for  the  fall- 
out shelters!)  Powder  hound  and  mogul  muncher  par  excellence,  Andy  is  also 
notorious  for  his  animalistic  tendencies  on  the  competitive  fields  of  football  and 
rugby.  Sayanora,  Sarge,  and  see  you  at  R.M.C.  TEN-HUT!  Dismissed,  you  cad, 
you!. 


MICHAEL  MORDEN 

Over  the  eight  years  Michael  has  been  at  Selwyn,  he  has  achieved  greatness  in 
the  athletic,  academic  and  social  spectra.  A  prodigous  soccer,  squash,  and  rugby 
player,  Spike  this  year  was  voted  to  the  Sportman's  Guild  after  having  won  many 
MVP  awards  over  the  years.  Besides  being  a  well-known  athlete,  Michael  has 
proved  his  talents  are  not  limited  to  sports,  as  he  excelled  in  his  academic  en- 
deavours this  year.  (Yes,  even  in  Calculus  a  la  Lumsden!)  Now  it  is  time  to  say 
good-bye  but  happily  for  his  friends,  Michael  will  next  year  re-join  us  at  Selwyn 
Grade  12  (Marianopolis). 

Dan. 


TONY  MUNRO 

Tony  has  been  at  Selwyn  for  five  years,  and  he  graduates  with  fond  memories 
of  the  school  and  his  fellow  students.  Over  the  years,  Tony  has  progressed  from 
a  shy  outsider  from  Pointe  Claire  into  an  active  participant  in  school  fund-raising 
drives,  grade  11  pranks,  and  even  some  sports  teams.  Perhaps  his  greatest  suc- 
cesses came  in  his  senior  year,  as  captain  of  the  curling  team,  when  he  led  the 
team  to  an  undefeated  record,  and  the  best  finish  the  school  has  had  in  this  un- 
heralded sport.  Next  year,  Tony  is  going  "up  and  over  the  hill",  to  Brebeuf,  but 
he  will  always  remember  his  stay  at  "the  foot  of  the  hill",  in  the  hallowed  halls 
of  selly. 
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JOHN  O'BRIEN 


I 


As  I  reflect  on  my  years  at  Selwyn  House,  I  realize  how  very  fortunate  I  have 
been  to  have  experienced  my  first  phase  of  life  within  such  an  opportune  climate. 
Within  the  files  of  my  mind,  there  exists  an  entity  generally  referred  to  as  Selwyn 
House  School,  which  is  sub-divided  into  various  categories:  experience,  friend- 
ship, education,  and  emotion.  Over  the  years,  the  input  into  these  files  has  been 
the  quest  for  recognition  in  each  of  these  areas.  Fulfillment  has  come  through 
relationships  with  teachers  and  students,  with  whom  I  have  shared  a  great  deal, 
and  from  whom  I  have  learned  even  more.  The  possibility  for  my  recognition  has 
arisen  as  a  result  of  a  staff  which  has  generously  given  of  itself  during  and  after 
school  hours,  and  a  group  of  students  who  are  willing  to  learn,  grow,  and  share. 
It  is  this  atmosphere  that  is  characteristic  of  Selwyn  House  for  which  I  am  most 
grateful.  Thank  you  all,  it  was  a  great  time;  now  let's  hit  the  Carb. 

Recall  the  previous  pathways  chosen 

Whose  lengths  we  conquered  at  great  cost  ... 
"Only  miles",  thought  sleepy  frost  ... 

Move  on  from  woods  and  waters  frozen; 

Let  not  Ideal  become  hollow  ghost. 


DAVID  PASCAL 

Is  the  smile  mischievous  or  evil?  Dave  has  smiled  his  way  through  five  years  of 
Selwyn  House,  though  it  took  a  lot  of  effort  at  times.  Whether  it  be  defending 
his  honor  in  the  classroom  or  showing  his  motivation  on  the  sports  field,  Dave 
possessed  an  uncanny  knack  of  annoying  all  authority  figures  around  him.  His 
acute  laziness  and  amazing  success  at  attracting  females  will  certainly  be 
remembered  by  all  of  his  classmates,  if  not  by  the  school  itself.  Basketball, 
football,  rugby  -  Dave  graduated  from  a  sometime  participant  to  a  full  time  star. 
Those  who  remember  his  show  of  legs  in  the  school  play  know  that  he  is  not  just 
another  pretty  face. 
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GEOFFREY  REFORD 


It  seems  hard  to  imagine  the  "Fard",  as  Geoff  is  sometimes  called  dressed  in  a 
tiny,  black  woolen  blazer  trimmed  in  gold,  but  that's  what  he  was  wearing  when 
he  arrived  in  grade  three.  It  took  him  until  grade  four,  however,  to  establish  his 
reputation  when  he  launched  the  biggest  spit-ball  Miss  Wiggins,  and,  indeed, 
Selwyn  House,  had  ever  seen.  Eye  witnesses  disagree  on  its  exact  size,  but  it  is 
generally  agreed  that  it  was  smaller  than  a  breadbox.  Geoff's  accomplishments 
and  actions  will  never  cease  to  amaze  us.  (Try:  picking  up  the  best  looking  girl  at 
a  party  and  forgetting  what  she  looks  like!)  Geoff's  vivid,  half-crazed  expression 
has  made  us  realize  that  he  must  have  known  all  along  that  there  is  something 
(no  one  quite  knows  what,  especially  Geoff)  that  made  Sellie  worth  it. 

Thanks  Slug  -  A  Friend 

It's  been  such  a  long  time/I  think  I  should  be  going/  Because 

time  doesn't  wait  for  me/ It  keeps  on  rollin'. 

Sail  on/On  a  distant  highway/I've  got  to  keep  on  chasing  a  dream/ 

I've  got  to  do  it  my  way. 

Well  I'm  takin'  my  time/I'm  just  movin'  on/You'll  forget  about  me 

after  I've  been  gone/It's  been  such  a  long  time. 

-  Tom  Sholtz 


TIM  REID 

Tim,  known  as  Willy  by  some  of  his  closer  friends,  has  struggled  with  the 
Selwyn  House  School  system  since  the  wee  days  of  grade  four  when  he  and  his 
cheery  face  first  arrived.  Tim  has  developed  over  the  years  from  a  shy,  timid 

youngster  to  a  rebellious,  inquisitive  .  In  the  past  couple  of  years  Tim 

has  been  known  for  certain  peculiarities  ranging  from:  reading  the  Bible  at  lunch 
hour  to  partying  with  his  best  friend,  "Little  Bobby."  Super  Stud,  Tim  will 
always  be  remembered  for  his  participation  in  football,  wrestling,  rugby, 
suspensions,  lateness,  and  often  agressive  debates  with  certain  school  represen- 
tatives. We  cannot  end  this  note  without  saying  that  Tim  enjoyed  school  life 
more  than  anyone  else,  especially  the  ski  trip  to  Smuggler's  Notch  ...  Right  Tim!! 
P.S.  Tim,  get  a  Grad  date  fast!! 

-  His  partners  in  crime 
My  favorite  quotations: 

"Great  stones  they  lay  upon  his  chest  until  he  plead  aye  or  nay,  they  say  he  give 
them  but  two  words  'More  weight,'  he  says.  And  died." 

-  Arthur  Miller,  The  Crucible 

"But,  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane  in  proving  foresight 
may  be  vain:  The  best  laid  schemes  o'mice  an'  men 

gang  aft  a-gley 
an'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  an'  pain 
for  promis'd  joy." 

-  Robert  Burns,  "Toa  Mouse" 
"I  am  but  mad  north-north-west,  when  the  wind  is  southerly,  I  can  tell  a  hack 
from  a  handsaw." 

-  William  Shakespeare, 

Hamlet 
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GERARD  REUSING 

After  an  absence  of  half  a  year,  during  which  he  was  busy  starting  revolutions 
in  Mexico  under  the  guise  of  receiving  an  education,  Jerry  turned  up  bright  and 
shining  in  the  1 1 B  classroom  during  January,  and  immediately  distinguished 
himself  by  turning  his  critical  essay  on  time,  turning  his  classmates  green  with 
envy.  Jerry  regaled  us  all  at  lunch  with  stories  of  his  adventures  with  Pancho 
Villa,  which  made  the  Selwyn  House  dining  room  look  civilized  by  comparison. 
Apart  from  wielding  a  racquet  on  the  playing  courts,  Jerry  was  wise  enough  to 
limit  his  activities  to  getting  back  in  tune  with  Selly. 

Good  luck,  old  man!  His  friends 


PAUL  SADER 

When  I  first  arrived  here  at  Selwyn  House  in  grade  seven,  1  was  both  excited 
and  scared  to  a  certain  extent.  I  had  been  introduced  into  a  new  and  different 
environment  and  was  not  sure  whether  or  not  I  would  feel  comfortable  in  it. 
Luckily  for  me  I  was  surrounded,  as  I  very  soon  found  out,  by  a  truly  great 
bunch  of  guys,  all  of  whom  would  be  willing  to  lend  a  helping  hand  at  any  time. 

However,  as  time  passed  I  looked  more  and  more  forward  to  leaving  Selwyn, 
probably  because  I  grew  tired  of  the  same  day-to-day  routine.  Now  that  that  time 
has  finally  come  I  wish  that  I  could  stay  just  a  little  longer.  I'll  miss  playing 
soccer,  hockey,  and  even  getting  bashed  in  rugby  (it  may  be  a  crazy  sport,  but 
it's  fun!).  I'll  also  miss  all  the  good  times  I've  had,  there  have  been  a  lot  of 
them,  but,  most  of  all,  I'll  miss  all  of  the  guys  that  have  made  these  past  five 
years  terrific.  Thanks  to  all  and  good  luck  wherever  you  may  end  up,  it  has 
really  been  great! 
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JOHN  SHEARSON 

During  his  stay  at  Selly,  John  -  the  man  with  the  permatan  -  has  made  his 
mark  on  everything  he  has  done.  Unluckily,  like  his  sly  smile,  that  can't  be 
erased.  An  avid  patron  of  Pumphouse,  Inc.,  and  exclusive  member  of  the  tan- 
ning tub,  Flytrap  has  proven  himself  to  be  a  true  fun-seeker  extraordinaire. 
Johnny  has  transformed  from  a  caterpillar  into  a  real  social  butterfly,  floating 
from  scene  to  scene  with  admirable  self-assurance  (I'm  not  vain  ...  where's  a 
mirror!).  He  brightens  any  situation  with  his  silly  comments  and  inane  quips, 
making  his  presence  known  (notorious?).  Whether  sauntering  down  to  Oxford's 
(or  Nick's),  scragging  W.T.,  or  invading  A.H's,  K.H's,  or  L.C's,  the  year  has 
been  interesting.  John  has  proven  true  to  our  motto:  "You  can't  take  it  with 
you,  so  go  for  it  now!"  Take  care,  Venus,  and  we'll  meet  halfway  in  Winnipeg. 


DAVID  SKINNER 

Dave's  role  in  school  affairs  this  past  year  could  be  summed  up  by  the  fact 
that  it  was  proposed  that  he  should  have  his  own  secretary.  Minor  temper  tan- 
trums aside,  young  Dave  rode  smoothly  over  the  criticism  and  abuse  which  in- 
variably follows  achievers  such  as  he.  To  name  off  his  various  achievements, 
consequently,  would  be  time  consuming  if  not  furthering  invitations  for  abuse. 
Better  to  reveal  the  aspects  of  Dave  Skinner  which  he  will  surely  be  better 
remembered  for:  his  unbelievable  tongue,  his  debut  at  the  E.C.S.  Fashion  Show, 
his  proneness  to  teacher  lecturing,  his  silent  but  off-the-wall  comments  made  at 
assembly,  his  insane  method  of  dancing,  his  height  complex.  These  are  only  a 
few  of  Dave's  little-seen  qualities,  but  they  are  the  things  which  made  Dave  more 
than  just  your  average  head  prefect.  But  then  again,  how  average  can  a  head 
prefect  be? 

R.I.S.,  gone  but  not  forgotten. 
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DENIS  STEVENS 

Life  at  Selwyn,  no  matter  what  you've  been  led  to  believe,  is  less  than  exciting. 
However,  it  does  have  its  peculiarities.  One  of  the  oddities  is  Denis.  Dan,  as  he  is 
affectionately  called,  is  the  type  of  guy  one  has  to  admire  for  he  makes  few  if 
any  mistakes  (he  could  have  even  been  head  prefect!).  In  spite  of  this,  he  has 
been  a  constant  source  of  entertainment  throughout  the  year.  His  personal  brand 
of  levity  has  touched  many  classes  (Phillis'  and  Loomis'  come  especially  to  mind) 
and  many  of  the  teachers  will  have  a  guarded  spot  in  their  hearts  for  him.  But 
Dan  does  not  limit  himself  to  this  type  of  activity.  Besides  being  a  "responsible" 
prefect,  he  has  achieved  all  sorts  of  academic  prizes,  been  literary  editor  for  the 
yearbook,  and  is  a  talented  essay  writer  (I  heard  he  writes  poems  too!). 
Athletically,  Dan's  greatness  has  yet  to  have  been  appreciated.  However,  we  still 
like  him,  nevertheless. 

Best  of  Luck!  -  Bax  et  al. 


JONATHAN  TORIANI 

Torro,  the  South  African  wildebeeste,  has  been  with  us  for  three  years.  His 
friendly  smile  dazzles  opponents  on  the  tennis  courts,  which  is  probably  why  he 
has  won  his  share  of  games.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  sometimes  leaves  a  tennis 
racquet  handle  sticking  out  at  dangerous  angles  for  grandfatherly  staff  members 
to  trip  over,  his  profuse  apologies  in  such  cases  have  been  more  than  enough  for 
him  to  be  forgiven.  A  good  guy  all  around.  Keep  up  the  good  work,  Torro! 

E.C.E. 


TIMOTHY  UTTING 

I  always  thought  that  when  it  came  time  to  write  my  grad  note  I  would  have 
something  terribly  profound  to  say  about  my  stay  at  Selwyn  House.  Un- 
fortunately, 1  am  at  a  loss  for  a  clever  phrase  or  some  original  statement  about 
my  experiences.  I  would,  however,  like  to  thank  those  people  I've  met  while  at 
Selwyn  for  their  participation  in  this  comedy  we  call  High  school.  I  have 
benefited  from  the  teachings  of  both  teachers  and  coaches  during  my  seven  year 
metamorphosis.  I  am  especially  grateful  for  the  friends  that  have  come  and  gone 
and  for  those  who  have  survived  all  the  years,  for  these  I  give  thanks;  Comrade 
Bethune,  Dr.  Spock,  Vimmer,  Dan,  Stentor,  Chippy,  Boogis  Shoes,  Sko,  Lips, 
Boots,  Fard,  Pack,  Slopie,  Singe,  Bob  Rocks,  The  General,  Slave,  Cradle 
Robber,  Sab,  George,  Spike,  Curve,  Bax,  Bink,  Homer,  Ben,  Forster,  J.C.,  Rain 
Maker,  Hick,  Stick,  Studley,  Yopec,  Santi,  Nikima,  Berger  Beast,  Packman. 
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SCOTT  VINEBERG 

What  a  total  experience!  In  six  years  at  school,  my  life  has  progressed  to  be 
very  enjoyable.  I've  survived  Cheap  Trick  (a  first  never-again),  Devo,  Maag,  the 
Carb,  suspension,  the  two  great  triumvirates,  many  friends,  and  too  much  work. 
And  for  all  those  issues  to  which  I  objected  at  the  school,  I  can  only  be  grateful 
for  the  learning  experience.  It  has  been  only  through  those  encounters  that  I  have 
been  able  to  learn  to  distinguish  between  right  and  wrong,  and  with  the  help  of 
my  good  friends  to  control  somewhat  that  impatient,  crude,  and  tempermental 
part  of  my  character.  I've  been  able  to  see  and  recognize  what  really  surrounds 
me  in  this  world;  thus,  I've  formed  my  own  conclusions  about  life.  It's  been  a 
long  time  with  some  of  the  best  guys;  yet,  it's  too  bad  some  of  the  best  things 
have  to  end.  As  I  leave  the  school,  I'll  say  good-bye  to  the  wooden  door,  to  great 
teachers,  to  the  "curve,"  to  satisfying  athletic  teams,  and  to  a  rewarding  ex- 
perience, Good-bye,  Selwyn. 

Remember  us  -  if  at  all  -  not  as  lost 

Violent  souls,  but  only 

As  the  hollow  men 

The  stuffed  men. 

-  T.S.  Eliot,  THE  HOLLOW  MEN. 


ANDREW  WOODALL 

Andrew  seems  to  have  had  a  fun  time  bouncing  his  way  through  Grade  eleven. 
Between  being  a  prefect,  team  member,  and  vocal  cheerleader  at  a  variety  of 
events,  Andy  distinguished  himself  as  a  hallmark  of  school  spirit.  His  undeniably 
original  reactions  to  situations  thrust  upon  him,  such  as  academic  results  or 
social  revelations,  provided  a  lot  of  entertainment  for  many  grade  elevens  and  a 
number  of  teachers.  He  showed  us  all  that  he  could  be  very  classy  with  his  ap- 
pearance in  the  E.C.S.  Fashion  Show,  cutting  down  his  image  of  being  the  most 
colourful,  if  not  fashionable,  member  of  the  graduating  class.  Priding  himself  on 
being  on  almost  every  invitation  list  ever  made  up,  Andy's  social  schedule 
remained  full  throughout  the  year,  though  he  might  not  remember  it  all  (except 
the  cakewalf,  of  course).  If  you  ever  find  yourself  forgetting  him,  just  shut  your 
eyes  and  picture  this;  there  goes  "le  Singe"  on  his  glider.  Nice  headband.  Cute 
bow  tie.  Must  be  on  his  way  to  Lori's. 
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BILL  ZACHARKIW 

"Beware  the  Jabberwock,  my  son! 
The  jaws  that  bite,  the  claws  that  catch! 
Beware  the  jubjub  bird,  and  shun 
The  frumious  Bandersnatch. 

-Lewis  Carrol,  JABBERWOCKY 
Upon  close  inspection,  I've  noticed  that  my  career  at  Selwyn  has  been  one 
filled  with  a  thousand  self-made  Jabberwocks,  all  of  which  I  think  have  been 
defeated  in  one  way  or  another.  This  accomplishment,  however,  cannot  be  fully 
placed  on  my  own  shoulders  for  1  owe  a  great  deal  to  many.  My  fellow  C. 
Tanners  and  d.j.'s,  hospital  visitors,  girlfriend  and  cubed  ones  all  deserve  a 
round  of  applause  if  not  more;  they  have  been  quite  a  bunch.  I  leave  with  a 
semi-justified  gasp  of  relief  and  the  memories  of  the  many  who  helped  me 
achieve  my  present  state  of  serenity. 


TIMOTHY  ZYTO 

Timothy,  (rarely  is  this  form  of  his  name  used)  has  been  referred  to  through 
his  days  at  S.H.S.  as  Vimmer,  Zeetz,  Teeeeemy,  Z,  The  Fritz,  and  (believe  it  or 
not)  Funnyface.  Vimmer's  illustrious  career  as  a  Selly  boy  began  a  way  back 
during  the  initial  years  of  "Trouby's"  reign  of  power  in  the  early  70's. 
Throughout  the  four  introductory  and  innocent  years  as  a  Junior  boy,  little  Zeetz 
rapped  his  tiny  brain  in  an  effort  to  reach  within  competitive  range  of  the  top 
established  academics  in  the  grade.  Timmy  continued  to  strive  inevitably  through 
the  Middle  School  and  early  years  of  Senior  school  were  quite  uneventful  and 
have  been  compared  to  the  dramatics  in  Joyce's  PORTRAIT  OF  THE  ARTIST 
AS  A  YOUNG  MAN.  The  Fritz  finally  "got  his  act  together"  and  glued  back 
the  pieces  in  the  form  of  an  indestructable  stronghold.  In  these  last  couple  of 
years,  Vimmer's  academic  and  athletic  prowess  have  molded  together  and  his 
taste  in  females  has  improved  tremendously.  This  is  exemplified  as  one  turns  to 
look  at  his  most  recent  acquisition. 

Ben  and  friends 
Special  thanks  to  Garry. 
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THE  CLASS  OF  1982 


It  all  started  with  an  impressive  weekend  at  Camp 
Oolahwan  in  the  Laurentides  where  boys  and  masters  met 
to  challenge  and  exchange  ideas,  interests  and  perhaps, 
even  do  a  little  soul  searching.  In  general,  we  got  to  know 
each  other  better.  This  I  feel,  established  the  basics  for  a 
positive  year  athletically,  socially  and  academically. 

The  year  took  off  with  an  active  sports  program, 
ending  up  in  the  fall  season  with  a  dramatic  football 
game  at  Molson  Stadium.  With  three  seconds  to  go,  a 
touchdown  was  scored,  resulting  in  the  Midget  Cham- 
pionship of  Montreal.  In  other  sports,  individuals  and 
teams  did  well  during  the  year  and  ended  up  with  win- 
ning, for  the  first  time,  the  seven-a-side  Rugby  cham- 


pionship. 

Socially,  there  were  also  highlights:  the  Orange  Drive, 
the  S.H.S.  Ball,  the  Grad  Dance,  and  the  various  parties 
throughout  the  year.  All  occasions  to  remember. 

Academically,  we  remember  prizegiving,  the  academic 
procession  and  the  first  Valedictorian  address,  by  David 
Skinner. 

You  were  a  fine  group  of  young  people  who  stuck 
together.  Go  and  do  great  things  with  your  lives  and 
return  to  us  from  time  to  time,  proud  of  what  you  have 
done.  All  the  best  in  whatever  you  do. 

David  P.  Williams 
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JUNIOR  SCHOOL 
REPORT  -  1982 


Our  last  year  as  a  "Junior  School".  As  a  staff  we  look  forward,  with  enthusiasm,  to  becoming  part  of  Selwyn 
House  Elementary  School.  So  often,  in  the  past,  we  have  felt  a  passing  sadness,  that,  boys  who  were  an  integral 
part  of  our  lives  for  four  years,  barely  acknowledged  our  presence  when  September  arrived  and  they  became 
"men"  in  grade  5.  Gradually,  "petticoat"  pedagogues  have  infiltrated  the  halls  of  more  advanced  learning;  and 
will,  in  the  future,  prove  that  the  female  brain  is  capable  of  knowledge  beyond  the  grade  4  level.  Many  of  our 
boys  have  never  quite  believed  this.  If  the  gentler  sex  can  manage  to  "soothe  the  savage  beast"  with  the  "music" 
of  their  presence,  perhaps  manners,  and  the  courtesy  of  old,  will  again  become  the  vogue.  It  is  an  objective 
greatly  to  be  desired.  Certainly  our  "music"  will  be  "the  food  of  love"  and  most  assuredly  we  will  "play  on". 

Today  the  passage  of  time  is  so  swift  that  our  youngest  children  remark  upon  it.  The  metamorphosis  of  our  six 
year  olds  from  baby  to  boy  is  completed  by  the  end  of  October.  It  used  to  take  all  year!  They  exclaim,  like  grey 
beards,  at  how  quickly  their  Grade  I  life  is  over.  Is  the  gap  between  infancy  and  senility  becoming  smaller? 

It  is  a  fact  that  the  atmosphere  in  our  Junior  classrooms  is  more  charged  than  heretofore.  Constantly  we  remind 
ourselves  that  the  boys  have  no  memory  of  more  leisurely  times.  Now  is  their  day.  their  youth;  but  guidelines  are 
needed  both  at  home  and  at  school  if  the  stress  of  growing  up  today  is  to  be  reduced;  the  belligerence  and  antagonism 
towards  each  other  lessened  in  our  classrooms. 

"Today  and  here  your  life's  begun. 
Of  the  great  fellowship  you're  free; 
Henceforth  the  SCHOOL  and  YOU  are  one, 
And  what  you  are,  the  race  shall  be." 

Sir  Henrv  Newbolt. 


Good  luck  to  the  Phoenix. 


Patricia  Marsh 
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In  the  old  days  the  mountains  belonged  to  the  trolls. 
There  were  many  kinds  of  trolls:  mountain  trolls,  trolls 
with  one  head,  trolls  with  sixteen  heads  ...  Trolls  liked  to 
have  their  heads  scratched,  for  their  hair  was  full  of 
burrs,  beetles,  and  berries. 

Best  of  all  they  liked  to  have  the  scratching  done  by  the 
gentle  hands  of  human  princesses. 
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Hanging   around   the  school   looking 
cool. 


I'll  swipe  the  red,  and  you  get  the  yellow. 


Holy  smokes,  it's  alive. 


Gad!  It's  raining  worms. 


And  that  one's  for  Wiggins. 


i-_ 


Harvey,  would  you  stop  pulling  my  tie! 
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END  OF 
AN  ERA 


With  the  restructuring  of  the  School,  the  Middle  School,  as  we  have  come  to  know  it  over  the  years,  will  cease  to 
exist.  Grades  5,  6  and  7  will  join  the  Junior  School.  Middle  and  Junior  Schools  will  be  known  as  the  Elementary 
School. 

The  term  "Middle  School"  has,  over  the  years,  come  to  mean  much  to  present  Middle  School  boys,  Senior  and 
Junior  School  students,  graduates  and  Old  Boys.  Many  fond  memories  come  to  mind  with  the  thought  of  the  Middle 
School  sports  programme  -  hockey,  soccer,  basketball,  wrestling,  football.  Middle  School  Debating  and  Public 
Speaking  have  flourished  in  years  past. 

While  some  may  argue  that  the  demise  of  the  Middle  School  is  merely  a  matter  of  semantics,  others  will  feel  a 
deep  personal  loss  with  the  amalgamation  of  the  Middle  School  with  the  Junior  School. 

Fortunately  however,  the  most  important  ingredient  of  all  -  the  Boys  -  will  remain  unchanged. 

Enough  reminiscence. 

The  1981-1982  School  year  was,  as  always,  busy,  often  times  hectic,  exciting  and  productive.  Along  with  the  ever- 
present,  demanding  academic  programme,  each  boy  had  the  opportunity  of  involving  himself  in  a  plethora  of  ac- 
tivities -  sports,  music,  chess,  woodworking,  photography,  debating,  drama  and  public  speaking. 

Several  Middle  School  boys  availed  themselves  of  the  opportunity  of  going  to  Greece  with  me  during  the  March 
Break  Vacation. 

It  was  a  good  year! 

L. I.Seville, 
Middle  School  Administrator. 
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Ambition 


Probable  Destination 


Eugene  Dimitriou 
Edward  Garson 
Bradley  Johnson 
Stefan  Lubinski 
Ian  Macaulay 
Glen  Man 
David  Mathews 
Ashley  Monahan-Glinsky 
Paul  Pathy 
Edward  Riordon 
Richard  Schwartz 
Ghyslain  Tissot 
Michael  Verchere 
Justin  Vineberg 
Adam  Webster 
Graeme  Welsford 
Derek  Vesey 


Soccer  player 

Boxer 

General 

Master  chef 

Architect 

Movie  star 

Baseball  star 

Race  car  driver 

Policeman 

Race  car  driver 

Dentist 

Air  Force  pilot 

Tax  lawyer 

Lawyer 

Surgeon 

Editor  of  Gazette 

Astronomer 


SHS  Bantam  water  boy 

Peanut  salesman 

Army  cook 

Dog  food  manufacturer 

LEGO  manufacturer 

Propman 

Youppi 

Sunday  driver 

Funny  farm  guard 

Flayman 

Cavity  creep 

Luggage  carrier 

Robin  Hood 

Jailhouse  plumber 

Hospital  Janitor 

Paperboy 

Space  cadet 
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5B 


Class  notes,  being  a  faithful  transcript  of  the  records  held  at  Selvvyn  County  gaol  for  the  year  1982. 

Birks:  Convicted  for  his  participation  in  the  great  Birks  store  robbery. 

Birshan:  Convicted  for  reading  too  many  books. 

Brabander:  Convicted  for  passing  notes. 

Bruneau:  Convicted  for  cheating  at  D&D. 

Claener:  Convicted  for  bringing  too  many  snacks  to  school. 

Cook:  Convicted  for  selling  prohibited  weapons  (read  spitballs). 

Duffield:  Convicted  for  being  almost  perfect. 

Gillespie:  Convicted  for  shooting  a  nuclear  spitball. 

Grant:  Convicted  for  sulking  too  much  in  class. 

Harper:  Convicted  for  assisting  in  the  great  Birks  store  robbery. 

Higgins:  Victim  of  a  judiciary  error. 

Kostin:  Convicted  for  not  doing  his  homework  too  often. 

Loch:  Convicted  for  forgery  (while  doing  his  homework). 

Martin:  Convicted  for  every  crime  in  the  book  (also  known  to  have  added  a  few  novelties  to  said 

book). 

Quinlan:  Arrested  three  times  but  not  condemned  because  of  his  innocent  face  (has  also  been 

locked  in  for  trying  to  pass  a  genuine  one-way  ticket  to  Iran). 

Ritchie:  Convicted  for  being  an  unrepentant  noise  maker. 

Schopflocher:  Convicted  for  taking  drugs  (medically  speaking,  of  course). 

Stevenson:  Convicted  for  his  terrible  jokes. 

Tsadilas:  Drawn  into  the  judiciary  process  by  mistake  when  coming  to  court  to  deliver  a  fast  food 

order  to  the  jurors. 

Vineberg:  Convicted  for  not  being  an  efficient  monitor. 
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SIXIEME  A 


Brierley,  Tim: 
Briscoe,  Robert: 

Bruneau,  Chris: 

Carswell,  Andrew: 

Chasse,  Chris: 
Dick,  Scott: 
Drury,  Matthew: 
Harmack,  Nicolaus: 
Hill,  Andrew 
Kerr,  Kyle: 
Mah,  Clarence: 
Matossian,  Nicholas: 
Met  calf,  David: 

Molson,  Geoffrey: 
Phillips,  Michael: 

Price,  Jason: 
Riddell,  Neil: 
Smith,  Andrew: 
Ventura,  Vincent: 
Waxman,  Darren: 


ZZZZ  eh?  Quoi?  A  quelle  page  sommes-nous? 

Dongeons  et  dragons  60  sec  par  min,  60  min  par  heure,  24  heures  par  jour,  7 

jours  par  sem.,  52  sem  par  annee 

Son  sport  prefere:  parler 

Son  passe-temps  prefere:  dormir 

II  a  Fair  de  George  Burnes,  mais  Andrew  ne  fume  pas  les  cigares  ...  il  les 

mange! 

On  l'appelle  "Chasseburger".  C'est  un  "Electronic  Freak". 

Dickipoo  est  Dickifou  des  ordinateurs. 

Un  vrai  Frankenstein  avec  des  lunettes  carrees  (comme  sa  tete). 

Le  champion  des  "Computer  Freak". 

Andrew  pense  toujours  aux  filles:  Susan,  Marie,  Debbie,  Leslie,  Christy  ... 

II  est  un  joyeux  habitant  de  la  lune. 

Clarence  est  si  intelligent  ...  M.  Ordinateur 

Lire  ou  dormir  en  classe,  ca  c'est  la  vraie  vie 

Ne  sait  jamais  ce  qui  se  passe  en  math. 

II  oublie  toujours  son  cahier  a  la  maison. 

Reve  que  l'ecole  soit  une  patinoire 

Malgre  ses  mauvaises  notes  et  son  gout  pour  l'art,  c'est  un  bon  garcon.  HA!  HA! 

(c'est  une  blague!) 

Jasons  peu,  jasons  mieux 

Test!  Quel  test?  Tais-toi  Neil 

II  a  les  cheveux  blonds,  les  yeux  bleus  et  des  taches  de  rousseur.  Heunnnnnn! 

Toujours  joyeux  et  content.  Oui?!?! 

Essaie  de  maigrir  mais  il  pense  toujours  a  manger. 
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6B 


Blachford: 

"Qui  adit  ECS??" 

Comyn: 

Gentil  et  drole ... 

Debono: 

"Eek!  Ian  a  la  balle!" 

Dibadj: 

2y  +  x  -  (a  X  y) 

Dubravik: 

"Cesse  de  parler,  Dubravik!" 

Eakin: 

Le  grand  chef 

Fiore: 

Le  roi  des  questions  stupides 

Fritz-Nemeth: 

"Quelqu'un  m'a  vole  mes  livres." 

Ham: 

"Mais  Madame,  cacen'est  pas  juste!!" 

Knai: 

11  reste  au  Forum  a  1 1  heures  du  soir 

Lloyd: 

"Apple  II  plus??" 

McGregor: 

Mr.  Ordinateur 

Mohelsky: 

Fort  a  l'exterieur,  etrange  a  l'interieur 

Nayar: 

Une  bonne  personne  mais ...  trop  gentil 

Olders: 

M.  "Hot  Stuff",  c'est  son  opinion  ... 

Palko: 

"Mais  Madame,  1  +  1  =  3  pas  2!" 

Porter: 

Perfectimondo! 

Riley: 

Filles!  Filles!  Filles! 

Sinclair-Smith: 

"Ce  n'est  pas  1760,  c'est  1759." 

Strom-Olsen: 

Un  atlas  qui  marche? 

Zukow: 

11  aime  chanter  et  parler  dans  classe. 

M-A  Parent: 

"H-M  page  255,  no.  1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7, 
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This  group  of  violence  seeking,  vandalistic  characters  entered  grade  seven,  their  prime  objective  to 
disrupt  the  school  system  ... 


They  failed! 
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7B 
FAMOUS  SAYINGS 


T.  Anderson: 
M.  Claener: 

C.  Clark: 

M.  Csabrajetz: 

D.  Feder: 

D.  Kaufman: 
M.  Kronish: 
S.  Macdonald 
J.  Ouimet: 
M.  Penner: 
G.  Sapel: 
B.  Taylor: 
R.  Usher-Jones: 
J.  Von  Moltke: 
M.  Zenaitis: 


Should  1  bring  my  Atari? 

Hacscuse,  Hacscuse. 

Gentlemen  of  7B  ... 

Shutyourface. 

Oh  ...  I  should  have  known! 

1  hate  to  be  rude,  sir ...  but  what  does  this  have  to  do  with  anything? 

Lollypops  anyone,  Lollypops? 

Eeps! 

Pick  up  your  books  and  clean  the  floor ... 

You're  gone! 

Rick  Cerone's  batting  average?  .244  decimal ... 

Dead  leg,  thugudunk. 

You,  Bonehead! 

That's  schtyoopid  (stupid). 

1  have  no  comment. 
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Acs: 

Bard: 

Berlin: 

Black: 

Blundell: 

Bolza: 

Bradley: 

Carrie: 

Dale: 

Emond: 

Friedberg: 

Kostiw: 

Turner: 

Lehnert: 

McConnell: 

Menis: 

Morden: 

Munro: 

Pathy: 

Reid: 

Sandblom: 

Shatilla: 

Skinner: 

Smith: 

Sniderman: 

Mr.  Glasspoole: 


Uncle  Andy 

We  have  a  test  next  period  so  study  during  this  one 

We  would  have  called  him  banana  head  but  ... 

Come  on  Andy  kick  another  one  out 

Just  kidding 

Mafioso  you  hit  me,  my  boys  hit  you 

Booger  Nugget  Bradley 

90%  final. 

Jungle  James 

Bolza's  left  hand  man 

The  intruder 

Ah  damn,  I  forgot  to  do  that 

J.T.  Huwing 

Pookie  Snackenburgh 

The  mouth  that  ate  New  York 

At  Zita's  you  will  eat  like  Gods! 

Sir,  Can  I  go  blow  my  nose 

Scuzzy 

Wendy,  Mark's  dream  girl 

Ski  bum 

The  Viking 

Who  cares 

The  Flying  Frenchman 

One  of  the  Jizzim  brothers 

Your  friendly  neighbourhood  Sniderman 

Okay,  I'll  make  you  a  deal.  I  take  half  of  your  free  period  and  we  start  something  new  in 

Math  class 
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Monkey  see 


monkey  do. 


Your  place  or  mine,  honey? 


I've  spotted  them  Captain! 
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For  years  now,  Andrew  and  the  boys  have  been  getting  together  ... 


...  so  you  see,  there's  really  nothing  wrong 
with  me ... 


Hey  wait!  Guys  -  Help! 


These  sex  ed.  classes  are  a  real  drag. 


Aaahh!! 
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Where  did  he  file  my  term  paper? 


' 


Snake-eyes! 


Put  your  money  where  your  king  is! 


Damn,  I  told  her  not  to  starch  my  underwear! 


And  then  the  little  bunny  said 
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Knuckles  and  Rocko,  Window-washers  Anon. 


Well  your  wife  aint't  that  great  either  buddy! 


They  look  like  candy,  but  when  he  eats  them  ...  whamo! 


This  is  no  place  to  have  a  congo  line! 


Gentlemen,  there  will  be  no  talking  during 
phase  one  of  the  examination  process. 
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Robert  Moore  Ede  7  A 


Graeme  Welsford  3B 


Ricky  Hart  8B 


Justin  Vineberg  3B 


Clarence  Mah  4A 
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i     Ted  Schopfiocher  5B 


Mark  Pathy  6A 


Kyle  Kerr  6A 


£*/  m 


Greg  Kostiw  5A 


Graeme  Welsford  5B 


^       J 

\     Andrew  Ip  6B 
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SENIOR  SCHOOL 


■ . 


X 


Assistant  to  the  Headmaster:  Mr.  Alain  Weber 


Director  of  Studies:  Mr.  Brian  Porter 


THE  YEAR  WE  LISTENED 


In  May,  thinking  about  the  school  year  which  is  about 
to  come  to  a  close  and  reviewing  the  details  of  day-to-day 
life,  it  seems  that  1981-82  was  the  year  when  everyone 
listened.  That  was  our  common  bond. 

In  September  the  new  Headmaster,  Robert  Manion, 
arrived  and  we  all  listened.  The  new  administration 
listened  to  the  teachers.  The  staff  listened  to  the 
students.  There  developed  a  great  exchange  of  ideas 
from  which  everyone  benefitted.  The  student  council 
took  on  the  responsibility  of  putting  forth  some 
projects.  The  Headmaster  listened  and  a  fund  to  help 
save  the  Miriam  School  was  instituted.  The  whole 
community  complained  about  stress,  constant  electricity 
in  the  air  and  a  nerve-racking  atmosphere.  A  new 
schedule  has  been  developed  for  next  year  which  will 
make  life  easier  for  all  concerned. 


From  all  this  listening  has  come  a  new  sense  of 
responsibility  among  the  students  and  the  staff, 
responsibility  of  finding  new  ideas,  responsibility 
towards  one  another  and  toward  the  school.  All  of  this 
thinking  and  co-operation  has  created  a  sense  of 
belonging  and  of  building  a  great  Selwyn  House 
community. 

Next  year  a  new  challenge  awaits  us.  The  elementary 
and  secondary  schools  will  be  born  in  September.  The 
listening  will  continue  and  the  dialogue  will  be  pursued. 
The  efforts  and  co-operation  of  all  will  be  the  strength 
of  these  new  institutions.  The  goal  of  everyone  in  the 
school  is  to  work  toward  making  Selwyn  House  a 
better  and  happier  place. 

Alain  Weber 
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8A 


While  the  Central  Committee  did  not  receive  a  class  note  from  8A,  we  understand  that  they  have 
always  been  a  happy,  congenial  group,  one  that  has  not  turned  Mr.  Nicoll's  hair  noticeably  greyer  during 
the  year.  They  are  to  be  congratulated  on  this  restraint. 


Darren  Bates 
Douglas  Bentley 
Adam  Bruun 
Fernando  Caro 
Matthew  Caruso 
Richard  Denis 
Frederic  Gergais 
Gregory  Guttmann 
Peter  Hallward 
Charles  Heenan 
Jonathan  Kay 


Andrew  Kwong 
Kai  McCall 
Duncan  McLaren 
Matthew  Nadler 
David  Pickwood 
Christopher  Pratley 
Jacob  Richler 
Daniel  Sweeney 
Anthoy  Torriani 
Victor  Whitehead 
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8B 


Bishop: 

Cavvdron: 

Chugtai: 

Cloutier: 

Ghattes: 

Hart: 

Hreno: 

Ip: 

Jabal: 

Jones: 

Kredl: 

Lemoine: 

Lunny: 

Lupu: 

Naudie: 

Neuenschwander: 

Ouimet: 

Riordan: 

Winn: 


How  much  time  left  in  this  period? 
Lolly  Pop  Pusher. 
Chug  the  Slug 

"I'm  the  best  squash  player  in  grade  8." 
"Don't  bug  me,  I'm  in  a  bad  mood." 
"Lunny,  you're  a  jerk!" 
"Where's  my  comb?" 
fir-    +  y3x7  (0,10177.182)  -  7x2  =  ? 
Champion  of  Jabalisme  (motor  mouthing). 
Computer-man. 
Our  friend  from  the  boonies. 
"Well,  I'm  sooorrry!" 
"Hart!  You're  dead  after  class." 

The  cowboys,  coles  notes  and  being  late  -  now  that's  okay.' 
Our  prep  class  rep. 
The  enthusiast. 

"Let's  go  kill  somebody  with  my  .308!" 
Face  mask  Billiam!! 
Future  bodv  builder. 
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8C  -  ODDS  AND  ENDS 


Bishop: 

Cote: 

Fletcher: 

Ford: 

Gillet: 

Grant: 

Jorizzo: 

Kaps: 

McGilton: 

McNally: 

Nemeth:  Zubi: 

Newman: 

Reid: 

Rink: 

Ritchie: 

Smith: 

Soutar: 

Tomson:  Maheu: 

Turnbull: 

Wexler: 

Mr.  Deguire: 


"Pardon  me  sir,  I  was  just  walking  on  Jupiter." 

"According  to  my  BOOK  OF  LISTS  ..." 

Chalk  Corner. 

"Plot,  -5(sqr  3  -  cos5) 

"Have  you  heard  of  that  new  group;  the  Psychedelic  Furs?" 

(math  class)  "Revolve  180  degrees." 

"Did  someone  say  'Italy'." 

Spacy  Jacey. 

Head  of  the  M.  Maheu  fan  club. 

"Gator!!!" 

"Look  at  this  boy  only  one  year  in  Spanish!" 

We  won  three  games  (by  default) 

Ronald  Reagan  (president)  "Grease  Pit". 

Bouf? 

"Bello!  By  Bame  Bis  Bay." 

"I  broke  my  finger  playing  ping  pong." 

Where's  Hart?! 

"Mon  petit  chou-chou!" 

"Oh,  wow!  I  got  a  5  ..." 

"What  did  the  cow  say  to  the  ant!"  "Hi!" 

"Eh  les  boys!  Who  put  da  hink  on  da  table?" 
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9A 


Here's  to  the  hours  of  Latin  classes, 

Here's  to  the  teachers  trying  to  kick  our . 

Here's  to  Joules,  Coulombs,  and  all  that , 

Why  do  the  students  always  take  the  rap? 

Here's  to  "sleaze"  and  "super"  too, 

We  "bunked"  all  year  but  still  came  through. 

We  had  our  punks,  and  preppies,  and  madmen  too, 

But  most  seem  normal  people,  no  matter  what  they  do. 

We  struggled  through  French  and  waded  through  Math, 

And  in  Geography  definitions  we  did  take  a  bath. 

With  critical  essays  and  History  notes, 

We  still  never  thought  of  abandoning  boat. 

Three  years  we've  spent,  all  together, 

Now  we're  to  split,  but  for  the  better? 

What  a  year, 

Much  work  to  do, 

To  one  great  class, 

This  Bud's  for  you! 
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9B 


On  the  weekdays,  we're  a  bunch  of  earnest,  hard-working  students 


but  on  the  weekends,  Gary  and  the  gang  slip  down  to  the  park  for  a  wild,  rough  cricket  game. 
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9C 


Each  boy  has  been  incarcerated  for  a  crime: 

Sader: 

Failed  suicide  attempt 

Ahmad: 

In  custody  for  his  own  protection 

Samuel: 

Attacked   a  Catholic,   but   was  not 

Emili: 

Fishing  without  a  license 

alone 

Fato: 

He  "nose"  too  much 

Sandblom: 

Truancy  (six  months) 

Fukada: 

Illegal  alien 

Seely: 

Excessive  abuse  of  Mr.  Wearing 

Handa: 

Theft  of  two  trucks  of  hair  tonic 

Siev: 

Wednesday  afternoon  breakouts 

Huang: 

Trafficking  with  the  Orient 

Sofin: 

No  one  knows  -  framed 

Nader: 

Too  many  aliases /Forged  passport 

Szpyt: 

Attempted   to   cross   Berlin   Wall   - 

Patterson: 

Political  terrorism 

heading  East 

Porteous: 

Tax  evasion 

Mr.  Dowd: 

Impersonating  a  teacher 

Ml 
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10A 


LEFT  ROW,  Top  to  Bottom:  Edwin  Taguchi,  Bruce  Brydon,  Stephen  Penner. 

RIGHT  ROW:  Tommy  MacFarlane,  Geoffrey  Moore,  Nicholas  VonMoltke,  David  Ham. 

FRONT  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Boris  Ajdukovic,  Jonathan  Burnham,  Glen  Freedman,  Robert  Bernier,  Sean 

Scensor,  Martin  Essig,  Sean  Maxwell,  Guy  MacLaren,  Mr.  Roger  Nincheri,  John  Elkin,  Christian  Robertson, 

Philippe  Ventura,  Thomas  Hood,  Rex  Chung. 
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10B 


FRONT  ROW:  Vytas  Gruodis. 

SECOND  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Probal  Lala,  Fenton  Aylmer,  Thomas  Antony,  Murdo  Murchison,  Geoffrey  Wagg, 

Pierce  Reid,  John  Kardos. 

THIRD  ROW:  Michael  Stevenson,  Bruce  Brydon,  Neil  Beaton,  Beckett  Thomsen,  "Joe"  Balles,  Karim  Shariff,  David 

Doyle,  Dr.  B.  Harker. 

FOURTH  ROW:  James  Soutar,  Seiji  Gutierrez,  Derek  Eaton,  Alberto  Gatti,  Steven  Clarke,  John  Kelly,  James 

Phillips. 
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FACES 
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FRENCH  -  Going  . 


S 

\M/'        ^H 

Vr       ' 

1 

C- , 

^^m!S 

Where'd  that  little  *a*&*!  go? 


ENGLISH -...going.. 


Nina's  claim  to  fame:  Apple  crisp  increases  sex 
drive. 


MATH -...gone! 


Wait  a  minute  ...  my  anti-matter  particle  disin- 
tegrator switch  is  missing! 
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"Yuk"  is  NOT  a  Spanish  phrase! 


Yeah,  I  know  I'm  beautiful! 


I  forgot  the  buckets. 


* 


They've  gone  at  last! 


You  see,  you  put  in  three  eggs,  some  vanilla, 
and  shake  real  well. 


"More  weight"  (Arthur  Miller:  THE  CRUCIBLE) 


What  a  run! 


Do  you  understand  what  he's  saying? 
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ACTIVITIES  '82 


DEBATING 


This  year,  S.H.S.  debaters,  showed  their  mettle  at  a 
variety  of  debating  and  Public  Speaking  engagements. 

The  senior  debaters  had  an  exceptional  year 
generally.  Early  in  the  year,  Phillip  Lapin  and  Colin 
Chang  won  first  and  second  place  at  Loyola  High 
School  and  Concordia  University  tournaments, 
respectively.  These  achievements  were  later  enhanced 
by  a  very  strong  Selwyn  House  showing  at  the  Quebec 
Provincial  Tournament,  hosted  by  MacDonald  High 
School  last  spring.  At  this  tournament  Selwyn  House, 
represented  by  David  Skinner,  Chris  Donald,  Colin  Chang,  Phil  Lapin,  Sebastien  Gault,  John  O'Brien,  Tim  Reid, 
and  Scott  Vineberg,  placed  all  teams  within  the  top  ten.  Also,  David  Skinner  won  the  top  speaker  award,  and  a 
berth  on  the  Quebec  team,  representing  this  province  at  the  National  Debating  Seminar  in  Victoria,  B.C.  Ultimately 
though,  Selwyn  House  was  represented  in  Victoria  by  Doug  Peets  -  who  put  in  much  time  and  effort  coaching  the 
boys  -  and  Chris  Donald. 

Junior  debaters  also  worked  at  honeing  their  debating  skills  over  the  course  of  the  year.  Unfortunately,  schools 
hosting  tournaments  are  generally  more  inclined  to  defer  to  senior  debaters  and  as  a  result  the  Juniors  don't  find 
themselves  with  much  in  the  way  of  serious  competition.  In  the  spring,  Robert  Wexler,  Michael  McNally,  and 
Charles  Newman  represented  S.H.S.  at  a  junior  tournament  hosted  by  Richelieu  Valley  Regional  H.S.  The  boys 
spent  a  most  interesting  day  competing  against  junior  debaters  from  all  over  the  Montreal  Area. 

David  Fedder  represented  S.H.S.  at  the  Q.A.I.S.  Public  Speaking  contest,  hosted  by  Trafalgar  School,  and 
presented  an  interesting  speech,  "On  Manners". 

It  was  a  very  active  year  for  both  junior  and  senior  debaters,  and  I  commend  all  the  boys  for  their  skill  and 
enthusiasm. 


G.B.  Butler. 
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COMPUTER 
SCIENCE 


It  was  a  year  of  many  changes  In  ihe  computer  room.  Mr.  Varey  left  in  October  and  Mr. 
George  Mack  arrived  from  Concordia  University  to  run  the  Computer  Science  program. 

December  saw  the  sale  of  the  old  South-West  S09  computer  system  and  the  purchase  of  4  new 
Apple  11  Plus  microcomputers,  giving  a  total  of  6  Apple  systems  for  student  use. 

The  grade  7  and  8  classes  had  a  new  course  entitled  Computer  Literacy.  This  course  was  late 
in  starting  but  the  boys  learned  about  such  topics  as  BASIC  language  programming,  elements  of 
computer  hardware,  computer  history  and  graphics  programming. 

The  room  was  also  visited  once  a  week  by  the  boys  of  grade  4  as  part  of  their  Science  course. 
They  learned  to  use  the  computer  for  math  practice  and  spelling  drills,  and  with  a  computer 
game  known  as  "Gobblers"!  Everyone  was  grateful  to  Steven  Socket!  of  4A  who  loaned  us  a 
colour  TV  so  we  could  discover  the  colour  capabilities  of  the  Apples. 

The  grades  9  through  1 1  boys  enjoyed  computer  use  privileges  during  study  and  free  periods. 
There  were  a  number  of  boys  who  became  regulars  in  (he  room.  We  can't  mention  them  all  here, 
but  let  us  say  that  there  were  few  days  when  we  didn't  see  Jeff  Dick,  Kasey  Fukada,  Sonny 
Handa,  Tom  Hood,  Attila  Joo,  Peter  Maag,  David  Pascal  or  Andrew  Ramsey.  Attila  and 
Andrew  spent  most  of  their  time  looking  for  a  certain  disk  of  Mr.  Mack's!  Mr.  Mack's  "Most 
Valiant  Programming  Effort"  award  goes  to  Tom  Hood  for  his  "Yearbook"  program,  with  a 
Runner-Up  award  to  Sonny  Handa  for  his  "Suicide  Mission". 

We  cannot  talk  about  the  computers  without  mentioning  the  very  popular  clubs  or  "Activity 
Periods".  The  favourite  game  of  all  Selwyn  House  boys  turned  out  to  be  "Sneaking  into 
Computer  Activity".  It  took  Mr.  Mack  2  months  to  discover  that  there  were  supposed  to  be  12 
boys  in  each  activity,  and  not  50! 

A  good  number  of  boys  showed  interest  in  programming,  particularly  in  graphics.  Many 
chose  to  play  one  of  the  numerous  computer  games  available.  The  grade  6  boys  in  particular 
distinguished  themselves  as  experts  at  "Castle  Wolfenstein".  All  the  grade  6's  were  enthusiastic, 
but  we  must  mention  a  few  who  never  left  until  the  lights  went  out,  such  as  Messrs.  Harnack, 
Knai,  Lloyd,  MacGregor,  Mohelsky,  Palko,  Riley  and  Waxman. 

Many  grade  7's  and  8's  developed  good  programming  skills.  Many  boys  got  involved  in 
writing  Hi-Res  graphics  programs.  Claener,  Gibbs,  Guttmann,  Hausner,  Kay,  MacDonald, 
Nadler,  Prattley  and  Richler  were  among  the  many  who  were  always  around! 

Selwyn  House  participated  in  the  2nd  Annual  Montreal  Computer  Programming  Contest.  We 
fielded  4  teams  and  finished  in  7th  place  out  of  33  schools  participating.  The  teams  were  Duncan 
Ball,  Tom  Hood  and  Shaun  Maxwell;  Jeff  Dick,  Kasey  Fukada  and  Attila  Joo;  David  Jones, 
Tom  Ford  and  Patrick  Jabal;  and  Michael  McNally.  Tim  Bishop  and  Doug  Lemoine. 

Let  us  note  in  conclusion  that  the  computer  room  operated  from  7:30  AM  to  5:00  PM 
Monday  to  Friday.  It  could  have  been  open  twice  as  many  hours  and  still  would  not  have  ac- 
commodated all  those  who  wanted  a  turn!  It  was  certainly  a  most  interesting,  exciting  and  fun 
year  for  all,  including  Mr.  Mack  who  enjoyed  his  stay  and  learned  a  lot! 
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SCIENCE  ACTIVITY 


Different  biological  experiments  were  conducted  during  this  year's  science  activity.  Some 
of  these  were  suggested  by  the  teacher  others  came  from  the  initiative  of  the  participants. 

Students  spent  some  time  observing  live  protozoan  and  examining  predator  behaviour  of 
these  interesting  creatures.  Other  activities  concerned  dissections  and  seeing  films.  Particular 
interest  was  directed  toward  the  chicken  egg  incubating  experiment  which,  by  the  way,  was  very 
successful.  Students  built  their  own  incubation  units  from  which  9  out  of  18  eggs  hatched  and 
survived. 


GAMES  CLUB 


This  year,  a  new  club  "Games"  was  offered  to  the  students.  Under  the  supervision  of 
Mr.  Litvack  students  played  such  games  as  "Life",  "Risk",  "Masterpiece"  and  "Milles 
Bornes".  It  would  appear  that  a  good  time  was  had  by  all. 
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WOODWORKING  CLUB 


We  offered  woodworking  this  year  to  two  groups  of  students  -  one  from 
grades  9-11,  the  others  from  grades  7-8.  In  both  groups  it  was  certainly  good  to 
see  so  many  boys  with  experience  but  also  a  goodly  number  of  novices  with  not 
inconsiderable  talent. 

It  would  be  remiss  of  me  not  to  mention  the  excellent  work  of  Geoffrey  Wagg 
who  is  responsible  for  much  of  our  stage  lighting  and  of  Theo  Homa  who  is  one 
of  the  better  wood  workers  we  have  had  at  Selvvyn  House  in  many  years.  All 
projects  were  on  view  at  Activities  Night  in  early  May. 


PHOTOGRAPHY  CLUB 


The  Photography  Club  involved  boys  of  grades  7  and  8  this  year  and  en- 
deavored to  introduce  the  boys  to  the  skills  of  exposure  and  composition.  Efforts 
were  hampered  by  an  absence  of  cameras  and  film  and  the  practical  experience 
was  therefore  limited.  Nonetheless  the  skills  of  darkroom  work  were  demon- 
strated and  most  participants  were  able  to  process  their  own  film  and 
enlargements.  An  expanded  and  more  suitably  located  darkroom  is  a  dream  we 
hope  will  come  true  in  the  near  future. 
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ART 


Over  the  past  few  years,  the  art  groups  have  produced  various  drawings,  sculptures,  and  paintings.  The  success  of 
their  efforts  is  annually  displayed  in  plays,  or  on  Activities  night.  In  1982,  however,  under  Mrs.  Pinchuk's  leader- 
ship, an  ambitious  group  toured  the  many  art  museums  and  galleries  in  Montreal.  This  more  serious  approach  to  the 
study  of  art  will  continue  through  till  next  year  when  Art  becomes  a  regular  course  selection. 

-The  Central  Committee 


BACKGAMMON  CLUB 

Backgammon  is  a  game  of  moving  counters  on  a  board  or  table,  the  object  of  the  game  being  a  race  to  a  goal, 
and  the  movements  of  the  counters  being  controlled  by  the  throw  of  two  dice.  Elements  of  chance  and  skill  are 
nicely  balanced  in  Backgammon,  so  that  each  is  usually  essential  to  victory. 

This  game  is  believed  to  date  back  to  3000  B.C.,  nevertheless,  some  "modern  students"  did  enjoy  the  game 
thoroughly. 


CHESS  ACTIVITY 


Under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Brad  Moffat,  the  chess 
club  prospered  to  various  extents  during  the  year,  albeit 
more  out  of  class  than  in.  The  more  ardent  players 
could  be  seen  pounding  away  at  the  chess  clocks  during 
just  about  every  recess.  These  included  Thomas  An- 
tony, Jonathan  Burnham,  Probal  Lala,  Denis  Stevens, 
Esko  Kilpinen,  Thomas  Hood,  Neil  Beaton,  and  a 
handful  of  other  temporary  addicts.  The  four  chess 
clocks  suffered  greatly  from  the  wear:  they  were  all 
broken  by  the  end  of  the  year. 

The  school  team  entered  a  total  of  four  tournaments. 
During  one  of  these,  both  Thomas  Antony  and  Probal 
Lala  qualified  for  the  Provincial  finals.  In  another 
tournament,  the  school's  A  and  B  teams  finished  sixth 
and  eighth  respectively  in  the  province.  The  team 
captains,  Esko  Kilpinen  and  Thomas  Antony,  both  did 
exceptionally  well:  Tom  won  all  his  games,  thus 
becoming  board  champion,  and  Esko  won  all  but  one, 
that  against  the  experienced  captain  of  the  winning 
team,  Riviere  des  Prairies.  Altogether  an  exciting  and 
instructive  year  for  all  the  members. 


-B.J. 
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THE  YEARBOOK  STAFF 


LEFT  TO  RIGHT:  Karim  Shariff,  John  Kelly,  John  Burnham,  Sean  Scensor,  and  Friend, 
Probal  Lala.  The  friend  is  NOT  a  regular  member  of  the  Editorial  Staff.  Her  name  is 
Janine. 


After  nine  years  of  acting  as  staff  advisor  to  the  Yearbook  Committee,  one  can  look 
back  and  say  that  it  has  been  fun  -  fun  to  put  the  book  together,  and  fun  to  compare  the 
differing  approaches  to  their  tasks  of  a  series  of  editors.  There  have  been  the  dictatorial 
types,  barking  out  orders  and  getting  things  accomplished  quickly  and  efficiently;  in 
contrast  to  this,  there  have  been  the  sweet-natured  types  who  appeal  to  everyone  around 
them,  who  in  turn  react  something  like:  "Let's  do  it  for  good  old  Harry."  This  year,  the 
boys  have  been  quiet  and  unassertive  -  but,  nonetheless,  the  write-ups  have  come  in, 
pretty  well  on  time,  and  once  more,  as  we  put  the  book  to  bed,  it  looks  as  though  this 
edition  will  be  interesting  to  read  and  satisfying  to  save.  Good  work,  boys  -  I  admire 
your  dedication,  and  say  farewell  to  the  task.  To  the  staff  members  who  take  over  the 
task  of  advising  next  year,  I  offer  good  luck  and  a  helping  hand. 

W.M.  Reid 
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GEOLOGY  ACTIVITY 


The  purpose  of  "Geology  Activity"  was  to  interest  and  expose  the  students  to  the  various  theoretical  and  practical 
aspects  of  the  discipline. 

The  nature  of  our  "Restless  Earth"  was  explained  by  means  of  films,  lectures  and  lab  work.  The  local  geological 
environment  was  seen  on  a  field  trip  on  Mount  Royal.  The  world  of  minerals  and  fossils  as  well  as  the  various  facets 
of  the  discipline  were  seen  through  the  aid  of  McGill's  Geology  Department  Staff.  This  was  an  exceptional  tour  as 
various  professors  gave  part  of  their  valuable  time  to  show  the  students  their  particular  specialties. 

The  practical  aspect  of  the  discipline  was  seen  through  the  exploitation  of  minerals  by  the  mining  industry  and 
through  a  simulation  game  as  well  as  discussions  of  the  problems  of  our  geological  environment  as  applied  to 
buildings  in  Montreal. 


SELWYN  HOUSE  OUTDOORS  CLUB 


This  year  was  the  founding  of 
the  Outdoors  Club.  The  club  is 
here  to  give  our  students  a  chance 
to  do  various  outdoor  activities. 
The  club  only  had  one  project  this 
year,  The  Tuckerman  Ravine  trip. 
Next  year  we  are  planning  more 
various  kinds  of  trips  and  with 
your  support  and  that  of  teachers 
they  will  work  out  just  fine. 


SIMULATION  GAMES/ 
DUNGEONS  AND  DRAGONS 

This  activity  was  widely  enjoyed  by  all  including  the  moderator  who  quickly  learned  that  "too  many  cooks  spoil 
the  broth". 

Dungeon  fighting  and  adventure  either  got  bogged  down  as  various  members  argued  as  to  what  move  they  should 
make  or  moved  swiftly  at  the  battle  cry  of  "kill  them  all"! 

Needless  to  say  we  fought  little  and  argued  a  lot  while  forces  of  ores,  goblins,  evil  dwarves  and  other  denizens  of 
the  deep  waited  for  these  "half  mortals"  to  make  a  decision. 
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LEADERSHIP  WEEKEND 


On  a  cold  Friday  in  September,  the  entire  senior 
class  headed  up  north  to  Camp  Oolahwan  in  Ste. 
Marguerite  for  the  fourth  annual  Senior  Weekend. 
Organized  by  Barry  and  David  Williams,  the  event's 
major  purpose  was  to  promote  unity  and  a  sense  of 
leadership  amongst  the  grade  elevens.  But  by  the  end 
of  the  trip,  this  goal  had  been  far  surpassed,  for 
teachers  and  students  had  been  drawn  closer  together  in 
a  friendly,  relaxed  atmosphere. 

Throughout  the  weekend,  everyone  was  free  to  use 
the  canoes,  kayaks,  and  rowboats,  while  the  braver 
ones  could  also  enjoy  a  swim  across  the  icy  lake.  There 
were  also  outdoor  relay  races  and  contests  which  in- 
volved   everything    from    building    human    bridges    to 


climbing  up  the  sides  of  the  buildings,  all  of  which 
culminated  in  a  gruelling  swim  in  the  relay  race  bet- 
ween Bill  Zacharkiw,  Tony  Munro,  and  Jonathan 
Torriani  -  Big  Bill  finally  winning. 

The  evenings  were  spent  in  somewhat  quieter  ac- 
tivities preparing  the  seniors  for  their  responsibilities  as 
leaders  in  the  school.  To  this  end,  various  teachers  led 
the  group  of  boys  into  a  variety  of  discussions  and 
activities  dealing  with  co-operation,  leadership,  and 
patience. 

Ultimately,  one  can  only  say  that  the  event  proved 
thoroughly  successful,  as  both  students  and  teachers 
profitted  from  the  experience. 
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OLD  BOYS'  DINNER 


The  Old  Boys'  dinner,  which  took  place  on  Monday,  May  17th  at  the  school,  brought 
together  a  large  number  of  members  of  Selwyn  House's  Association  for  a  pleasant  evening  of 
shared  memories.  Cocktails  served  in  the  gym  were  followed  by  a  sumptuous  dish  of  Lasagna 
prepared  by  Nina,  Selwyn  House's  renowned  cook.  The  candle-lit  tables,  decorated  in  red  felt, 
presented  quite  a  contrast  to  the  normal,  noisy  area  of  the  dining  room.  All  in  all,  the  dinner 
turned  out  to  be  quite  an  enjoyable  event,  as  everyone  recalled  the  good  ol'  days  at  Selly. 

-The  Central  Committee 
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OLD  BOY  ATHLETIC  EVENTS 

This  year,  the  school  played  host  to  a  number  of  well-attended  athletic  competitions  between  the  Old  Boys  and  the 
senior  teams  of  Selwyn  House.  In  the  fall,  under  extremely  wet  and  muddy  field  conditions,  the  School's  senior 
soccer  team  met  the  Old  Boys  for  their  annual  match.  Ultimately,  the  power  and  experience  of  the  Old  Boys 
prevailed,  as  they  thrashed  the  Midget  Soccer  team  by  a  7-1  count. 

Yet,  perhaps  the  most  moving  event  was  the  contest  held  at  the  hockey  rink.  Led  by  David  Ramsey  and  Tony 
Iton,  the  Old  Boy's  team  was  fairly  strong  offensively  and,  in  turn,  outlasted  the  tired  Senior  team  for  an  8-6  vic- 
tory. 

With  the  arrival  of  spring,  the  Old  Boys  once  again  demonstrating  their  skilled  form,  played  an  exciting  rugby 
match  against  the  School's  Senior  team.  Hard  work,  experience,  and  enthusiasm  paid  off  as  the  Old  Boys  finally 
succeeded  in  attaining  a  victory. 

The  athletic  events  were  all  thoroughly  exciting,  and  were  followed  by  an  informal  gathering  at  the  school  afterwards. 
Many  thanks  and  congratulations  to  all  those  participating  in  these  events. 

-The  Central  Committee 
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WINTER  CARNIVAL  '82 
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This  year's  "carnival"  ski  trip  was  undertaken  jointly  by  Selwyn  House,  Trafalgar,  The  Study,  Miss 
Edgar's,  and  Weston,  with  our  destination  being  Smuggler's  Notch  in  Vermont. 

Rarely  has  the  Boulevard  been  the  scene  of  a  traffic  jam  the  likes  of  the  one  that  developed  spon- 
taneously at  7:00  AM  as  nine  busses  tried  to  park  after  having  been  misdirected  earlier  in  the  morning. 
Despite  the  unbelievable  confusion,  we  were  underway  by  7:30. 

Ticket  distribution  was  another  mess,  in  that  the  actual  lift  tickets  seemed  to  be  in  the  possession  of 
some  phantom  teacher  "from  one  of  the  girls'  schools."  This  backlog  also  miraculously  sorted  itself  out, 
and  we  were  skiing  by  ten.  Unfortunately,  those  who  had  planned  to  play  tennis  were  prevented  by  a 
collapsed  roof,  and  the  swimmers  were  met  by  the  "closed  pool  syndrome."  We  trust  that  the  scenic 
view,  unfortunately  obscured  by  fog,  was  of  some  consolation. 

Icy  conditions  and  exchange  rate  woes,  however,  did  not  hamper  the  spirits  of  the  rugged  skiers,  who 
rather  enjoyed  the  scenic  lift  lines. 

The  long  bus  ride  both  ways  was  more  than  unfortunate,  especially  if  one  was  stuck  on  a  proverbial 
"bad  bus".  Nevertheless,  a  good  time  was  had  by  most,  and  students  look  forward  to  more  co-ed  in- 
volvement in  the  future. 

G.D. 
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Tuckerman's  Ravine  Ski  Trip 


On  the  eve  of  the  departure  it  was  discovered  that  a  late  departure  would  result  in  a  lack  of  shelter  space  for  our 
boys  at  the  ravine.  Consequently,  the  E.T.D.  was  shifted  forward  five  hours.  And  so  our  troop  of  robust  young  men 
departed  to  meet  the  challenge  of  the  headwall. 

In  the  wee  hours  of  Friday  morning  our  contingent  made  a  relief  stop  at  a  Dunkin  Donut  in  St.  Johnsbury, 


Vermont,  where  we  received  a  good  laugh  from 
Notch  Camp  at  4:30  a.m.  After  waiting  in  line 
for  2  hours,  we  received  our  reservations  papers. 
As  appolo  ascended  toward  his  zenith  (the  sun 
rise)  we  hoisted  our  laden  backpacks  onto  our 
weary  backs  and  prepared  for  the  unseen  and 
foreboding  destinations  amidst  the  towering 
peaks  of  "The  Presidentials". 

After  having  nestled  ourselves  into  the  grim 
yet  homely  shelters,  we  proceeded  towards  the 
lofty  summit  of  our  aspirations.  What  followed 
can  only  be  described  as  pure  ecstasy. 

The  next  morning,  the  challenge  of  our  quest 
confronted  our  final  obstacle,  that  loomed 
before  us.  We  hiked  upwards,  every  step  could 
lead  to  disaster.  One  mistake  could  catapult  us 
into  a  void.  We  reached  the  summit  and  after  a 
rest  began  with  our  Boots  clenched  tightly  to  our 
skies,  we  began  our  descent.  Every  metre  giving 
way  to  a  steeper  pitch.  We  plunged  over  the  lip, 
hearts  pounding  our  souls.  We  precipitated 
downwards  into  the  bowl  and  finally  came  to  a 
rest.  The  run  defied  experience. 

by  Vytas  Gruodis 
Nick  Tingley 

To  Mr.  Dowd  we  owe  a  special  thanks.  A 
teacher  who  would  give  up  his  precious  spare  time 
to  take  students  on  a  trip  is  hard  to  find.  Mr. 
Dowd  made  our  trip  safe  and  enjoyable  and  we 
hope  he  had  a  great  time  as  well. 


a  local  yokel.  We  ploughed  onward.  The  bus  arrived  at  Pinkham 
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MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM 

Early  in  May,  the  school  was  pleased  to  receive  two  live  performances  of 
Shakespear's  A  MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM.  Miss  Elsa  Bolam's  excellent 
Shoestring  Shakespeare  Company  drew  lively  and  appreciative  response  from  both 
junior  and  senior  audiences,  a  mark  of  their  ability  to  communicate  action  and 
character  through  Shakespeare's  sometimes  difficult  language.  The  players  per- 
formed "in  the  round",  each  of  them  creating  several  characters  and  managing  his 
own  costume  changes  and  props:  this  was  the  way  Shakespeare  himself  would  have 
produced  the  work  at  court,  emphasizing  its  fun,  rough-and-tumble  speed.  Bravo, 
shoestring! 
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SELWYN  HOUSE  MUSIC  DEPARTMENT 


September  1981  saw  many  changes  come  about  at  Selwyn  House.  The  Music  Department  had  a  new  director,  Mr. 
Jaime  McMillan  and  he  brought  with  him  three  new  music  specialists;  Miss  Nancy  Newman,  a  woodwind  and  band 
specialist;  Miss  Debbie  Summerlin,  a  woodwind  specialist;  and  Miss  Heather  Whiting,  a  brass  specialist.  Miss 
Ginette  Proulx  remained  as  the  guitar  specialist  and  Mr.  Leigh  Seville  acted  as  the  staff  liaison  again  this  year. 

The  format  from  last  year  remained  the  same  in  that  both  grade  five  and  six  had  a  compulsory  instrumental  music 
program.  Each  student  had  the  choice  of  playing  guitar,  clarinet,  flute,  trombone  or  trumpet.  In  the  grade  five 
classes,  each  instrument  group  was  taught  twice  a  week  in  groups  no  larger  than  ten  to  a  class.  The  grade  six  class 
received  two  periods  a  week  of  band  rehearsal  with  occasional  help  through  special  sectionals  in  the  latter  half  of  the 
year. 

The  Junior  Activity  Program  this  year  was  made  up  of  the  right  instrument  grouping  to  form  a  stage  band.  The 
students  rehearsed  once  a  week  under  the  direction  of  Nancy  Newman  and  once  a  week  they  received  sectional  help 
from  both  Heather  Whiting  and  Jaime  McMillan. 

The  students  in  the  Senior  Activity  Program  formed 
a  classical  septet.  This  group  rehearsed  once  a  week 
under  the  direction  of  Nancy  Newman  and  once  a  week 
they  received  sectional  help  from  Debbie  Summerlin. 

The  year  came  to  a  grand  finale  when  all  the  boys 
prepared  for  the  'Musical  Evening  at  Selwyn  house'.  In 
this  concert,  every  boy  involved  with  the  Music 
Department  got  a  chance  to  play  in  public  for  over  five 
hundred  enthusiastic  parents,  friends  and  general 
public.  The  evening  included  a  sparkling  performance 
by  the  'Gerald  Danovitch  Saxophone  Quartet'  and 
concluded  with  a  rousing  performance  by  the  Selwyn 
House  Stage  Band. 

Next  year  sees  many  more  changes  coming.  Music 
will  be  offered  at  each  grade  level  from  one  to  eleven. 
Grade  seven  will  have  a  concert  band  for  all  those 
students  wishing  to  continue  their  musical  studies.  The 
ensembles  in  grades  eight  and  nine  will  be  playing  more 
concerts  not  only  in  school  but  in  outside  engagements 
as  well.  All  senior  ensembles  will  be  given  a  chance  to 
be  recorded  by  professional  engineers.  Grades  one  to 
four  will  be  given  music  introduction  classes  once  a 
week. 

The  Music  Department  is  very  excited  about  the  year 
to  come  and  looks  forward  to  the  start  of  the  1982 
school  year. 

Jaime  McMillan 


PAGEANT 


The  culmination  of  many  noisy  classes  took  place  on 
January  22nd  when  the  boys  of  Grades  1,  2,  3,  4,  5, 
and  a  special  Grade  6  chorus,  presented  "A  Fable  for 
Our  Time"  -  a  pageant  that  tried  to  illustrate  the 
accelerated  pace  of  living  since  the  inception  of  this 
school. 

It  was  a  multi  media  effort  that  endeavoured  to  use 
the  many  talents  of  our  boys.  The  actors  from  the 
lower  grades  enjoyed  the  participation  and  excitement 
of  the  evening,  and,  at  the  same  time,  were  made 
aware  of  the  dedication  and  skills  of  the  senior 
"helpers"  -  i.e.  Geoffrey  Wagg,  Sean  Sofin,  Mark 
Jany,  and  John  Armstrong  who  were  responsible  for 
sound  and  lights  for  the  entire  show.  The  small 
children  realised  that  although  the  night  was  magical, 
magic  was  not  always  a  spontaneous  thing.  Dedicated  ' 
hard,  to  produce  the  costumes. 

Mr.  Martin  and  his  woodwork  class  had  made  the  platforms  that  produced  a  three  level  set. 
the  art  classes  were  responsible  for  the  gala  appearance  of  the  gym. 

The  men  of  the  sports  department  accepted,  with  smiles,  a  week  of  disruption  of  their  athletics  programme. 
The  junior  school  teachers  aided  by  the  janitorial  staff  gave  many  extracurricular  hours  to  make  it  all  happen. 

The  Lower  School  theme  was  blended  into  the  senior  production  of  William  Sorayan's  "Subway  Circus".  The 
final  scene  showed  the  young  child  held  aloft  by  the  spaceman  over  the  misfits  and  cynics  from  life's  "circus". 
This  was  meant  to  illustrate  our  feeling  that  2000  years  from  now  small  boys  will  continue  to  be  the  hope  of  the 
world,  no  matter  how  rapid  the  progress  of  this  planet. 

Quid  fuistis  sumus  -  Quid  sumus  fuistis. 


'Mums"  and  one  "dad"  had  waved  wands,  and  worked 


Mrs.  Pinchuk  and 


SENIOR  PLAY 


The    senior    play,    Soroyan's    SUBWAY    CIRCUS, 

further    developed    the    idea    that    if   we    are    to    save 

ourselves  and  the  world,  we  must   "become  again  as 

little     children"     and     recapture     our     first     "animal 

gladness"  in  the  beautiful  world  around  us.  The  play 

consists     of     six     circus     vignettes     "dreamed"     by 

stereotyped  characters  at  stops  on  a  subway  train,  a 

metaphor  emphasized  by  the  lighting  and  sound  crew 

(Geoffrey  Wagg,   Sean  Sofin,   Mark   Jany,   and   John 

Armstrong,  kindly  assisted  by  Mr.  Warren  Reid),  the 

stage  crew  (Colin  Chang,  John  Cowling,  John  O'Brien, 

and   Peter  Maag),   and  the  costuming,   make-up,   and 

props  provided  by  the  cast,  the  crew,  some  generous 

parents,  and  Mrs.  Pinchuk.  To  underline  the  central  metaphor,  the  cast  members  each  played  several  parallel  roles. 
At  the  first  stop,  a  schoolboy  (Stefan  Lubinsky)  reluctantly  leaves  the  world  of  apple  farms  to  enter  the  schoolroom, 

where  his  teacher  (Jonathan  Torriani)  tries  unsuccessfully  to  make  him  see  apples  as  examples  in  arithmetic  instead  of 

objects  to  appreciate.  The  principal  (Tim  Reid),  already  in  his  second  childhood,  supports  the  boy,  not  the  teacher. 
At  the  next  stop,  a  stenographer  (Eric  Widdicombe)  dreams  of  the  movie  stars  who  might  help  her  escape  the  office. 

A  clerk  (Gavin  Drummond)  tries  to  make  love  to  the  girl  -  unsuccessfully  until  he  offers  to  steal  a  million  dollars  and 

take  her  to  California,  where  "the  whole  blooming  world"  awaits  them. 
The  subway  next  stops  at  the  cocktail  party  of  an  ambitious  hostess  (Jon  Torriani).  Her  sarcastic  butler  (Scott 

Vineber)  ridicules  the  guests,  all  of  whom,  being  stereotypes,  are  called  "Smith":  included  are  a  writer  (Gavin 

Drummond),  a  painter  (Jon  Lapin),  a  debutante  (David  Pascal),  and  a  dowager  (Tim  Reid).  The  waiter  (David 

Skinner)  tries  to  convert  the  butler  to  Communism;  but,  dropping  his  tray  in  excitement  and  startling  the  guests,  the 

waiter  ruins  the  party  by  calling  for  revolution  there  and  then. 

The  subway  then  becomes  "The  Africa-Harlem  Express."  Onto  it  a  modern  Harlem  black  (Tommy  MacFarlane) 

lures  an  earthy  African  Negress  (Eric  Widdicombe);  he  has  promised  to  "show  her  clothes,"  but  unwittingly  he 

delivers  her  first  into  the  smock  of  the  Southern  slave  and  then  into  the  cheap  skirt  of  Harlem.  After  dancing  to 

exhaustion,  the  two  hurry  back  to  the  paradise  of  Africa. 
As  the  (now)  older  clerk  (Gavin  Drummond)  of  Scene  Two  counts  his  enormous  profits  with  his  accountant  (Jon 

Lapin)  at  the  fifth  subway  stop,  an  Italian  peddler  (Scott  Vineberg)  arrives,  offering  to  sell  musical  instruments.  The 

multimillionaire  picks  a  harmonica,  an  instrument  he  has  always  wanted  to  play;  but  when  he  tries,  all  he  can  do  is 

squawk.  At  that  point  the  Stock  Market  crashes,  leaving     the  clerk  destitute  and  unable  to  pay  for  the  harmonica. 

The  peddler  gives  it  to  him,  saying  as  he  leaves  that  the 
clerk  ought  not  to  try  so  hard:  playing  is  easy,  "like 
singing." 

At  the  last  stop  a  Salvation  Army  corporal  (Tommy 
MacFarlane)  embodies  the  message  that  coventional 
religion  has  failed  to  "feed"  the  cripples  of  the  world.  He 
calls  on  a  drunkard  (Jon  Torriani)  and  a  whore  (David 
Pascal)  to  repent  before  the  world  ends  and  they  go  to 
Hell.  Then  enters  a  man  named  God  (Tim  Reid),  wearing 
a  board  advertising  cheap  meals.  Urged  on  by  the 
drunkard,  God  condemns  the  corporal  to  death;  the 
corporal  trembles,  falls  to  his  knees,  then  gets  up  and 
runs  away.  In  our  production,  the  release  from  this  final 
negation  was  the  dance  of  a  Messiah  (old  boy,  Jonathan 
Marsh)  performed  to  convince  the  baby  of  the  future 
(Ricky  Gould)  to  reject  the  world  of  the  cripples  and 
embrace  the  world  of  the  child's  joyous  freedom.  Though 
much  of  this  symbolism  was  lost  on  the  audience,  the 
versatile  and  convincing  cameos  of  the  cast  doubtless 
contained  enough  flashes  of  talent  to  convey  at  least  the 
gist  of  our  message.  To  all  of  them  and  to  all  the 
production  staff,  go  my  heartiest  thanks. 

Dr.  Byron  Harker 


THE  GRADUATION  DANCE 
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Best  Wishes 
to  Our 
Grads 


GRADE  SEVEN  OTTAWA  TRIP 

This  year  in  early  April  Grade  Seven  continued  an  annual  tradition  by  going  on  an  over-night  excursion  to  Ottawa. 
During  our  stay  we  visited  all  the  important  government  buildings  and  quite  a  few  museums. 

Our  first  stop  on  the  trip  was  at  beautiful  Sparks  Street  Mall  where  we  all  went  our  separate  ways  to  buy  lunch. 
After  lunch  we  went  over  to  Parliament  Hill  and  did  various  things  there  including  sitting  in  on  a  session  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  After  this  we  went  to  our  hotel  to  rest  before  having  dinner.  We  stayed  in  fine  style  at  the 
Lord  Elgin  Hotel,  close  to  Parliament  Hill. 

The  trip  hit  its  peak  in  the  evening  when  we  went  to  the  Museum  of  Science  and  Technology  and  afterward 
stopped  off  at  McDonald's  for  a  snack  before  returning  to  the  Hotel. 

The  next  morning  we  were  awakened  bright  and  early  after  a  short  night's  rest.  After  breakfast  we  checked  out 
and  were  off  to  the  Museum  of  Aeronautics.  We  wound  up  our  trip  with  a  visit  to  the  War  Museum  and  the  Royal 
Mint  just  before  eating  lunch  at  McDonald's  and  leaving  on  the  voyage  home. 

A  good  time  was  had  by  most  and  it  was  generally  agreed  that  the  trip  was  a  success. 

Chris  Clark 
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UPPER  CANADA  VILLAGE  TRIP 
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This  year  the  boys  of  the  junior 
school  had  a  memorable  trip  to 
Upper  Canada  Village.  Both  the 
boys  and  their  chaperones  enjoyed 
the  experience  of  reliving  the  past 
as  did  the  settlers  of  Upper 
Canada.      Thanks  I  .to     the     co- 


inage, the  P  trip  was  a 
ndous  success,  and  it  is 
certain  that  this  tradition  will  ■ 
Carried  on  in^he  future. 
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PHOTO 
CONTEST 


Once  again  this  year,  in  order  to  get 
more  sports,  and  candid  photographs  the 
yearbook  staff  decided  to  hold  a  photo 
contest.  Prizes  of  large  amounts  of  money 
were  offered  to  attract  more  contestants; 
however,  this  scheme  was  not  successful 
and  after  a  short  judging  session,  several 
pictures  were  chosen  as  winners.  It  was 
only  by  coincidence  that  the  editor,  Sean 
Scensor,  swept  the  contest  and  collected 
for  himself  a  handsome  profit  of  sixty 
dollars!  Here  are  some  of  the  winning 
photos. 


FIRST  PRIZE 
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SECOND  PRIZE 


THIRD  PRIZE 
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PUBLIC  SPEAKING  CONTEST 

During  the  warm  month  of  May,  under  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Gary  Butler,  Selwyn  House  held  the  finals  of  its 
Public  Speaking  Contest.  Although  an  annual  event,  the  Contest,  in  1982,  seemed  rather  different,  as  various  new 
talented  individuals  emerged  into  the  spotlight  at  the  School. 

Among  these  aspiring  novices  was  Tom  Schopflocher;  possessing  an  air  of  concern,  he  spoke  on  the  importance  of 
"Animal  Preservation."  His  speech  was  filled  with  many  thought-provoking  ideas  which  held  the  audience  in  awe. 

From  a  different  outlook  was  Prasun  Lala  who  spoke  on  "Girls  and  Dating."  Unlike  his  colleague,  Tom,  Prasun 
was  much  like  a  stand-up  comedian.  His  innovative  style  was  remarkable  for  a  boy  of  his  age.  In  fact,  the  audience 
couldn't  stop  laughing  at  his  curt  comments  and  witted  jokes. 

In  the  Senior  division,  Dimitri  Kydoniefs  spoke  on  the  "Plight  of  the  Disabled."  He  stunned  the  sad  audience 
with  heart-breaking  facts  of  the  abuse  given  to  paraplegics  today.  His  concern  was  truly  sincere,  as  he  indicated  the 
shallow  and  cruel  nature  of  society  in  this  day  and  age.  It  would  seem,  as  Dimitri  emphasized,  that  more  care  and 
consideration  should  be  given  to  the  Disabled,  as  they,  too,  are  human  beings. 

On  a  lighter  note,  Phil  Lapin  spoke  on  the  "Academy  Awards."  As  his  tone  wavered,  Phil  delivered  an  amazingly 
interesting  dialogue.  Putting  a  great  deal  of  brio  into  his  words,  the  seasoned  Phil  captivated  the  audience  with  his 
youthful  exuberance. 

Ultimately,  the  three  judges,  Mr.  Reid,  Dr.  Harker,  and  Mrs.  Porter,  picked  Tom  Schopflocher  and  Phil  Lapin  as 
the  winners  in  their  respective  categories.  Nevertheless,  one  must  thank  all  the  participants  for  the  fine  effort  they 
put  into  their  work. 

-  An  Observer 


SHS  BALL  -  NOVEMBER,  1981 

Resurrected  after  a  two  year  absence,  the  Ball  was  a  huge  success.  Boys  from  grades  9- 
11  and  their  dates,  teachers  and  parents  (over  200  people)  gathered  at  the  Parc-Regent 
Hotel  to  dance,  drink,  and  mingle  until  the  wee  hours.  The  band  played  a  variety  of 
music  to  suit  the  tastes  of  all,  from  "funk"  addicts  to  big  band  fans.  The  dance  floor 
was  continually  filled  with  people,  so  much  so  that  the  wild  dancers  had  to  control  their 
gyrations  somewhat.  A  large  buffet  of  snacks  and  sandwiches  went  largely  ignored,  in 
that  people  were  having  too  busy  a  time  to  eat. 

The  planning  committee,  composed  of  Mr.  G.  Dowd,  Pippo  de  Leonardis,  Jon 
Torriani,  and  other  grade  11  students,  wish  to  thank  Mr.  Torriani  once  again  for  the 
hospitality  that  he  and  his  staff  showed  everyone. 

Those  who  went,  and  indeed  those  who  missed,  look  forward  to  the  fall  of  1982,  when 
once  again  the  Selwyn  House  community  can  meet  at  this  singular  and  entertaining  event. 


BOOK  FAIR 


AUTOGRAPHS 
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AUTOGRAPHS 
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MARCH  BREAK  TRIP  TO  GREECE 

During  the  March  Break,  Mr.  Seville,  Mrs.  Reid,  and  Miss  Wiggins  took  a  group  of  fourteen 
Selwyn  House  boys,  five  Sacred  Heart  girls,  eight  adults,  and  one  Selwyn  House  graduate  to 
Greece. 

On  the  day  of  our  arrival,  we  reached  Athens  at  approximately  9:30  PM.  The  next  day,  we 
visited  the  Parthenon  on  the  Acropolis. 

On  the  third  day,  we  left  for  Sounion  from  our  hotel  in  Athens.  At  Sounion,  we  saw  the 
temple  of  Poseidon  by  the  sea.  The  next  day,  we  left  on  a  bus  to  Patras  to  visit  Epidourus. 

After  visiting  Epidourus,  we  went  to  the  famed  site  of  Olympia,  the  first  Olympic  games  were  held 
there  thousands  of  years  ago.  On  the  way  back  to  Athens,  we  visited  the  Oracle  at  Delphi  in  the 
mountains. 

We  slept  in  Athens  before  embarking  on  a  ship  for  Hydra,  a  beautiful,  little  island  in  the 
Aegean  Sea,  the  next  morning.  When  we  arrived,  we  ate  lunch,  and  later  explored  the  island. 
That  night  we  slept  on  Hydra.  We  spent  most  of  the  next  day  on  the  ship,  visiting  many  small 
islands.  We  arrived  in  Athens  aboard  our  ship  and  ate  dinner  at  the  Hilton.  The  following  day, 
we  split  up  into  groups  and  toured  Athens,  finishing  off  with  another  dinner  at  the  Hilton. 

We  awoke  early  the  next  morning  to  board  a  plane  to  Rome  via  Milan.  We  were  delayed  in 
Rome  for  four  hours  and  had  to  stay  over  in  Chicago.  The  last  day  of  our  trip,  we  boarded  a 
plane  to  Montreal. 

Chris  Bruneau 
Nicholas  Matossian 


"FARAWAY  PEAKS" 
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NEW  ARRIVALS! 


James  Andrew  Govan 
October  22,  1981 


Catherine  Jane  Lumsden 
October  27,  1981 


Erin  Glasspoole 
November  6,  1981 


Certain  Selwyn  House  staff  members  have  decided  to  do 
something  about  Quebec's  declining  school  population.  These 
are  new  arrivals  for  1981. 
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GOODBYE 


We  say  farewell  to  several  members  of  our  staff,  who  are  leaving  the  school  after  having 
made  their  mark  in  various  ways.  Miss  Mary  McDermott,  secretary  to  the  Headmaster  for  the 
last  ten  years,  is  heading  for  a  long-awaited  retirement.  Mary  leaves  behind  a  lot  of  warm 
memories,  and  her  friends  wish  her  great  happiness.  Bill  Kershaw,  who  has  been  head  of  the 
science  department  for  the  past  seven  years,  is  embarking  on  an  entirely  new  sort  of  teaching 
career  in  a  boarding  school  in  British  Columbia.  Norm  Trembath  is  going  to  a  small  country 
school  just  south  of  Calgary,  Alberta.  And  Mr.  Jean  Marcet-Jonassaint  leaves  for  parts 
unknown  after  just  one  year  with  us.  We  all  wish  you  the  very  best. 


W.S.  Kershaw 


N.J.  Trembath 
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THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION 


Snow 

Snow,  snow,  it'll  fall  in  the  night, 
It'll  fall  in  the  night, 
Even  if  it's  white. 
If  it  falls  in  the  Fall, 
There  may  be  none  at  all. 

Paul  Csabrajetz,  4 


The  Black  Cat 

In  the  corner  lies  a  black  cat. 

Its  eyes  sparkle  like  the  moon. 

Like  a  shadow  it  moves. 

When  the  light  hits  its  eyes, 

You  see  its  pink  reflection  in  the  night. 

Myles  Hainsworth,  4 


Boxes 

Boxes  are  big, 
Boxes  are  tall. 
They  come  in 
Any  size  at  all. 
They  are  dark 
They  are  hollow. 
Boxes  cannot  follow. 

Stephen  Sockett,  4 
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Happiness 


Happiness  is  the  snowflakes  in  the  wintertime 
Happiness  is  snow  fights  and  snow  forts. 
Happiness  is  finding  a  ten  dollar  bill. 
Happiness  is  having  a  half  holiday. 


< 


Blake  Ferger,  4 


Fish 

Fish  live  in  the  ocean. 
Fish  lay  many  eggs  at  a  time. 
Fish  eat  plants. 
Fish  swim  around. 

Christopher  Watchhorn,  1 


Snake 

Extremely  slippery, 
Slithering  through  the  grass. 
Loves  eating  fat  mice. 
What  a  Serpent! 

Ricky  Gould,  3 
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The  Whale 

The  Whale  comes  up,  breathes  some  air. 
Gracefully,  he  dives  back  down 
To  swim  the  ocean  blue. 

Ted  Schopflocher,  5 


he  Horses 


A  horse  looks  like  a  deer. 

A  horse  eats  hay,  grass,  and  grain. 

A  horse  lives  in  fields. 


Ali  Dibadj,  1 


The  Owl 


One  moonless  night  came  the  owl 
Searching  round  for  waterfowl. 
He  spotted  a  young  sleeping  drake. 
Then,  the  small  drake  stirred  - 
For  something  had  suddenly  occurred. 
He  let  out  a  deafening  cry 
That  was  heard  low  and  high. 
And  the  owl  with  the  yellow  breast 
Went  back  to  its  nest. 


Robbie  Johnston,  3 
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One  evening  I  was  reading  a^odpabou^Dctopuses.  It  was  fun  te^r*ead  but  was  veryjjsc&cy.  I  had  almost 
finished  it  when  my  father  said  ft  w^s  time  for  bed  so  I  went  up  •^fasto  my  room  and?  turned  on  my  light 
because  I  really  wanted  to  finish  i^eiook.  So  I  started  to  finish  it^aha^an  hour  later }  finished  it.  I  said  to 
myself,  "What  an  exciting  book!** jfitt  then  I,  turned  off  my  flghlarid  wenrrtrsle^pr^^^i^..... 

In  the  middle  of  /the., flight  I  felt  l'ike'T^rs' on  a.  ship  anc^was^witb  my  friends  eatnig  supper.  All  of  a 
sudden  a  great  big;wa£e  hit  the  ship.  iWship  rocfaraback  and  fSfth^o  my  friends  and  I\.went  up  to  see  if 
the  ship  was  okay,  wjen  w&g^jij&en  deck,  I  lqiokeft  over  th£  side  of  the  ship  to  see~if  any  damage  was  done. 
When  all  of  a  syd*fen  anotjier^g  w<jye  hit  tta/  ship.  ,1  fell  pff  and  went  straight  into,  the  waVr.  Then  I  felt 
something  pulling  me  unde£-t^/wafcer.'  It  was  an  Octopus.  Then  the  Octopus  squeezed  me.  Then  f  woke  up  and 
my  mother  hugged  me  saying,  "Time  to  get  up." 
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Stuart  Webster,  4 
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The  Midnight  Visitor 


One  night  I  went  to  bed  at  ten.  Suddenly  a  great 
light  brightened  up  my  room.  Different  colours  flashed 
on  the  walls.  Then  all  was  quiet.  In  a  corner,  I  saw  a 
Martian  pointing  a  strange-looking  gun  at  me. 
"Sslqllsxyfmnop,"  he  growled  in  a  deep  voice. 
Whatever  that  meant,  it  did  not  sound  as  though  it  was 
very  nice.  Just  at  that  instant  the  Martian  fired.  I  felt 
myself  changing  shape  -  getting  smaller  and  smaller. 
Soon,  I  found  out  I  had  wings  and  I  was  striped.  Agh! 
I  was  a  bee. 

My  mother  heard  the  buzzing  sound  and  came  in  to 
find  in  my  place  a  bee  and  a  Martian.  She  screamed. 
The  Martian  jumped  right  out  of  his  shoes  and  ran  to 
his  spaceship.  Then  the  blinding  light  came  on  again. 
There  it  went.  I  started  changing  shape.  What  now?  I 
looked  in  the  mirror.  At  last,  I  was  back  to  my  old  self 
again. 

But  glowing  in  the  corner  stood  the  Martian's  shoes. 
My  mother  went  back  to  bed  but  I  stayed  up  to  try  on 
the  shoes.  They  fitted  perfectly.  By  now  it  was  time  to 
go  to  school.  I  took  the  Martian's  shoes  with  me. 
Everything  went  perfectly.  Even  my  pen  worked  by 
itself.  I  got  everything  right  in  my  tests  as  well.  Now  I 
always  wear  these  shoes  to  have  everything  done  for 
me. 

Eugene  Dimitriou,  5 
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The  Sparrow 


He  flies  through  the  night  without  a  sound. 

Nobody  knows  quite  where  he's  bound. 

He  dines  on  mosquitoes  all  through  the  night. 

It's  an  extremely  beautiful  sight 

To  see  him  bobbing  up  and  down  in  the  autumnal  breeze 

Catching  his  dinner  with  the  greatest  of  ease. 

Christopher  Bruneau,  6 


A  Cat 

We  once  had  a  cat 

who  was  twenty  pounds  too  fat. 

She  went  by  the  name  of  Scamper, 

and  lived  in  our  kitchen  hamper. 

Out  she  would  go  at  night, 

with  the  moonlight  shining  bright, 

to  play  with  the  other  cats  - 

always  chasing  black' coloured  bats. 

By  dawn  she  would  return, 

Watching  the  sunrise  by  our  fern. 

"Breakfast!"  I  would  cry, 

And  down  to  the  kitchen  she  would 


fly. 


Clarence  Mah,.  6 


Rover 

Oh!  how  I  miss  my  Rover; 

he  was  such  a  frisky  dog. 

I  remember  watching  him  chase  the  squirrels  from  a  log; 

He'd  chase  and  chase  and  chase  them  away,  just  not  giving  up. 

Then,  I'd  whistle  and  he'd  come  running  like  a  good  pup. 

We'd  jog  home  together  along  the  wide  road; 

Rover  would  growl  at  birds  and  bark  at  a  toad. 

When  we'd  get  home,  there  would  be  food  on  the  table. 

Together  we  would  sit  as  dad  read  us  a  fable. 

Oh!  how  I  miss  my  Rover. 


Andrew  Hill,  6 


Nobody  Notices  Me 

When  I  spot  a  crime 
And  I  phone  the  police  with  a  dime 
And  they  come  at  nine, 
Nobody  notices  me. 

When  I  see  a  cat 

Up  in  a  tree  with  a  hat, 

I  come  to  the  rescue  of  the  poor  thing; 

And  when  I  get  it  down, 

A  little  boy  runs  to  the  cat  with  a  frown. 

When  I  run  away 

And  go  to  the  subway 

Where  the  police  are  there  to  snatch  me, 

They  bring  me  home 

And  I  moan. 

Then  my  mom  thanks  them  a  lot,  and  they  go  home, 

But  nobody  notices  me. 


Russell  Grant,  5 


The  Teacher 


At  Selwyn  House  there  is  an  old  devil 

Who  teaches  us  kids  to  be  on  the  level. 

He  blows  a  cool  sax 

And  gives  us  hot  facts. 

And  who  would  believe  ...  it's  our  Mr.  Seville. 

Jason  Price,  6 
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Selwyn  House  School  Days 

Loose-leaf  and  pencils, 

Liquid  paper  and  stencils, 

Text  books  and  work  books, 

Bic  pens  and  great  cooks  (like  Nina). 

Benjamin  Duffield,  5 


Questions 

God  gave  Man  life, 
Man  gave  God  nothing. 
It  was  not  enough. 

God  gave  Man  the  sun, 
Man  gave  God  nothing 
It  was  not  enough. 

God  gave  Man  food  and  drink, 
Man  gave  God  nothing 
It  was  not  enough. 


God  gave  Man  peace, 
And  Man  gave  God  war. 
Is  it  enough?? 


Timothy  Brierly,  6 


Babies 

Babies  come  short  and  fat, 
sneaky,  cuddly,  like  a  cat. 

They  sometimes  have  to  wear  a  bib, 

and  develop  a  great   knowledge  to  crawl   from   their 

cribs. 


Their  toes  come  five  and  five, 
as  small  as  a  bee  in  a  hive. 

Their  eyes  are  beady  and  round, 
like  a  pair  of  new  marbles  just  found. 

The  mouth  of  a  baby  is  poised, 

just  waiting  for  a  signal  to  make  some  noise. 


Obviously,  if  you  ever  have  a  chubby  little  one, 
he's  sure  to  give  you  mirth  and  fun. 

Until  he  cries  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 
You  certainly  won't  be  mad  or  uptight. 

-  Bruce  Pascal,  7 
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The  Hill 

At  the  top  of  the  hill, 
we  pause  for  awhile 
to  look  at  the  view 
around  us  for  miles. 


We  point  our  skis 
straight  down  the  hill, 
hoping  to  make  it 
without  a  big  spill. 


NEPA^MARCHER 

DANS  IES  PISTES  D!  SKI 
A  PIED 

MENRAQUETTES 


Jumping  the  moguls 
is  our  favorite  sport, 
as  we  fly  through  the  air 


on  a  run  that's  too  short. 


The  tow  stops  at  four, 
when  the  sun  goes  down 
and  the  cars  start  up 
for  the  trip  back  into  town. 


James  Blundell,  7 
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Runaway 

BRRRRRING!!!  The  Hi  had  rung,  but  the  boy  remained  in  his  seat,  motionless,  unaware  of  what  was  happening 
around  him. 

"Hey!  Greg!"  called  out  a  voice  to  the  motionless  boy.  "Greg?!!" 

"Uh,  wh-what  do  you  want?" 

"Hey,  Greg,  are  you  okay?" 

"Sure,  Al.  Sorry  about  that.  I  was  just  thinking." 

"You  were?"  retorted  Al.  "I  didn't  know  you  could!!" 

Greg  frowned  at  his  friend's  joke. 

"Yeah,  well,  ummm.  Before  I  forget,  would  you  like  to  take  the  bus  with  me?' 

"Sure,  Al.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  bus-stop  in  five  minutes.  See  you  then."  Greg  packed  his  bag  and  left  the 
classroom. 

As  the  two  boys  sat  down  in  the  bus,  Greg  began  thinking  about  the  past  few  days,  and  how  everything  had  been 
going  wrong  for  him:  how  he  had  forgotten  to  finish  his  homework,  how  he  had  been  late  for  school  because  he  had 
slept  in,  and  numerous  other  things.  Greg  said  goodbye  to  Al,  got  off  the  bus,  and  walked  the  rest  of  the  way  home. 

"Mom?  Mom?"  Greg  called  out  as  he  came  through  the  doorway.  "She's  probably  gone  out  shopping,"  he  said 
to  himself.  He  dropped  his  bag  on  the  floor  and  went  straight  to  the  kitchen.  He  flipped  open  a  can  of  7-UP  and 
went  into  the  living  room  and  sat  down,  sipping  the  ice-cold  drink  slowly.  "I  feel  like  watching  some  T.V."  he  said 
out  loud,  as  if  talking  to  some  imaginary  person  in  the  room.  Greg  placed  his  drink  on  the  table  beside  him  and  got 
up  to  turn  on  the  television.  As  the  picture  came  into  focus,  THE  EDGE  OF  NIGHT  flashed  across  the  screen,  and 
Greg  quickly  turned  the  channel.  On  the  next  channel  was  a  man  speaking  about  runaway  children:  "Are  you  a 
runaway?  Do  you  need  help?  If  so  get  in  touch  with  the  J.R.A.C.,  the  Johnson  Runaway  Aid  Centre  at  317-7701, 
and  don't  keep  walking  the  streets.  Remember,  the  number  to  call  is  — "  CLICK!!  Greg  switched  off  the  television. 
He  went  upstairs  to  his  room,  his  bag  over  his  shoulder,  to  make  an  attempt  at  the  loads  of  homework  he  had. 
After  he  had  finished,  Greg  lay  down  on  his  bed  to  rest. 

When  he  came  downstairs,  he  found  his  parents  shouting  and  arguing  at  each  other.  As  he  walked  into  the  room 
to  ask  the  cause  of  the  quarrel,  his  father  struck  him  hard  across  the  face.  Greg  fell  to  the  ground,  more  shocked 
than  hurt.  His  father  stormed  out  of  the  house,  while  his  mother  locked  herself  in  the  bathroom.  Greg  ran  upstairs 
and  lay  down  on  his  bed.  A  tear  rolled  slowly  down  his  cheek,  hate  burning  inside  him. 

A  short  time  later  Greg  had  decided:  he  would  run  away.  He  stuffed  some  clothes  into  an  old  ruck-sack,  then  he 
emptied  his  wallet  out  onto  his  desk.  He  counted  the  money  that  lay  before  him.  Twelve  dollars  and  fifty  cents.  It 
wasn't  much,  but  it  would  have  to  do.  Then  he  went  downstairs  and  stole  some  food  out  of  the  refrigerator.  After 
everything  had  been  packed,  Greg  wrote  a  short  goodbye  note  and  then  set  off.  He  climbed  out  the  window  and  had 
to  shinny  down  the  drainpipe,  since  he  was  on.  the  second  floor.  Then  he  ran  around  the  corner  to  the  bus-stop. 
Greg  did  not  know  in  which  direction  he  was  headed,  so  he  hopped  onto  the  bus  and  decided  to  go  wherever  it  took 
him. 

About  an  hour  later  -  Greg  was  not  quite  sure  -  he  was  woken  up  by  the  bus  driver. 

"Where  am  I?"  asked  Greg. 

"The  north  side  of  Brooklyn,"  replied  the  bus-driver.  "I'm  sorry,  kid,  but  you'll  have  to  get  off  -  it's  the  end  of  the 
bus-line." 

"Okay,"  said  Greg  and  he  picked  up  his  bag  and  got  off.  From  the  bus-stop  Greg  went  straight  to  a  small 


restaurant  for  some  supper.  He  did  not  eat  very  much,  for  he  knew  he  had  to  save  his  money  for  later  on  when  he 
would  need  it  most.  He  would  save  the  food  he  had  packed  for  emergencies. 

The  sun  was  going  down  now,  and  Greg  started  looking  for  a  place  to  sleep.  He  asked  if  he  could  stay  the  night 
at  numerous  stores  and  restaurants,  but  was  turned  away  each  time.  Finally,  he  decided  he  would  have  to  sleep  in 
the  subway.  He  couldn't  sleep  in  a  park,  or  outside  at  all,  for  that  matter,  because  it  was  early  winter  and  Greg 
would  probably  freeze.  He  looked  around  for  some  newspaper,  which  would  serve  as  a  blanket.  In  his  haste,  Greg 
had  forgotten  to  pack  a  real  blanket,  so  he  would  have  to  make  do  with  the  newspapers  that  he  could  find.  As  he 
lay  there  on  one  of  the  subway  benches,  newspaper  all  around  him,  he  began  thinking  of  what  he  would  do  next. 
Greg  knew  he  wouldn't  last  long  in  Brooklyn,  so  he  decided  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  take  a  bus  north  to  Yonkers. 
Feeling  a  bit  more  confident,  Greg  quickly  fell  asleep. 

The  next  morning  Greg  got  up  and  had  a  bite  of  the  food  in  his  pack  for  breakfast.  Then  he  walked  out  of  the 
subway  and  went  to  find  the  nearest  bus  station.  When  he  got  there,  Greg  found  the  tickets  for  the  bus  to  Yonkers 
cost  more  than  he  had  brought  with  him,  so  he  had  to  forget  the  idea  of  leaving  Brooklyn. 

That  night  Greg  went  back  to  the  subway  station,  and  quickly  fell  asleep  on  a  bench.  He  woke  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night  to  the  sight  of  two  men  hovering  over  him.  What  happened  next  was  a  blur  in  Greg's  mind,  but,  as  he 
later  recalled,  the  two  men  beat  Greg  up  and  stole  all  his  money.  When  he  came  to,  Greg  found  he  was  in  a 
hospital.  He  lay  there  in  the  hospital  bed  moaning  and  groaning,  for  he  had  been  bruised  and  battered  so  much  that 
he  could  hardly  do  anything.  A  nurse  walked  into  the  room  and  sat  down  on  a  chair  beside  the  bed. 

"What  is  your  name,  please?"  she  asked  in  a  very  metallic  tone. 

"Uhh,  Greg,  I  think."  And  he  dczed  off  again. 


***** 


"Greg!  Greg?!!!"  his  mother  said  as  she  shook  him  awake.  "Greg!  Wake  up!  Your  father  wants  you  to  come 
down  and  watch  the  hockey  game  with  him." 

"Hockey  game?"  said  Greg.  "But  you  and  Dad  had  a  fight!  And  aren't  you  still  in  the  bathroom?  And  aren't  I 
in  hospital?" 

"Gregory  Arthur  Robinson!!!"  retorted  his  mother.  "I  do  not  know  what  kind  of  gibberish  you're  giving  me,  but 
it  had  better  stop  right  away!  Now,  go  downstairs!" 

"Jeez,  okay,  you  don't  hafta  scream  like  that!" 

When  he  got  downstairs,  Greg  found  his  father  watching  the  hockey  game.  He  sat  down  beside  him  and  turned 
his  attention  to  the  television.  As  the  first  period  ended,  a  man  in  a  blue  suit  came  on  the  screen  and  began  to 
speak:  "Are  you  a  runaway?  Do  you  need  help?  Get  in  touch  with  the  Johnson  Runaway  Aid  Centre  ..."  Greg  left 
the  room  and  headed  upstairs. 

"Why  are  you  leaving?"  asked  his  father. 

"You  wouldn't  understand,"  said  Greg.  "You  wouldn't  understand." 

Timothy  Brierley, 
Grade  6A 


Oil  Barons 

Curse  the  oil  Barons  of  the  west. 

Again  they  have  put  the  east  to  the  test. 

Productions  down,  prices  up, 

And  patience  runneth  over  cup. 

Put  away  the  olive  branch  and  bring  out  the  guns, 

And  blow  them  to  kingdom  come. 

Robby  Emond,  7 


Edwin  Taguchi 
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The  Indian 

Red  in  skin, 
Low  jaw  and  chin, 
Very  very  bold, 
Respectful  to  their  old. 

Loyal  to  their  great,  high  chief, 
Who'll  praise  a  warrior,  kill  a  thief. 
They  never  lie  or  never  sin, 
Praying  to  their  God  underin, 
Being  an  Indian  of  Yesterday. 

Now  there  has  been  many  a  change: 
Ever  since  the  white  man  came, 
All  they  ever  do  is  smoke, 
Sit  around  all  day  and  joke. 

White  man's  parties, 
White  man's  games, 
Eating  Supermarket  food 
Instead  of  hunting  -game, 
The  Indian  of  Today. 


Lindsay  Hausner, 
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Cry  of  Despair 

Thunder  and  lightning,  liquor  and  guns, 

The  white  man  comes  to  stay. 

Why  have  they  come,  and  what  are  their  reasons? 

Why  do  they  insist  we  live  their  way? 

The  sky  is  falling,  our  people  are  crying, 
And  the  Gods  are  hearing  prayers. 
Brothers  of  the  sun,  sisters  of  the  moon, 
We  must  save  our  heritage  soon. 

Donald  Ramsey,  7 
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Time 


Time  is  like  a  surging  sea, 
Beating  the  seas  relentlessly. 
Time  is  like  a  flying  bird, 
Going  forward  undisturbed, 
Sometimes  high  and  sometimes  low, 
But  always  on  the  forward  go. 
Time  goes  slowly  like  a  ticking  clock, 
Or  even  like  a  rolling  rock. 
But  it's  also  fast  like  speeding  cars, 
Or  the  spinning  of  the  planet  Mars. 
But  this  I  know  as  clear  as  dawn, 
That  time  will  always  move  along. 


Graeme  Welsford 


Kai  McCall,  8 


Life  with  Music 

Resplendent  music,  please  never 

leave. 

Survival  without  you,  I  could  not 

perceive. 

Oh,  beautiful  music,  how  you  ease 

our  spite, 

Give  paupers  hope  and  blindmen 

sight. 


On  sea  or  land  your  splendour 

will  prevail 

Like  convening  clouds  or  a  billowing 

sail. 

Whether  from  the  seasoned  hands  of 

Segovia, 

Or  from  small  children  giving  it  their 

all,  for  'ya', 

Remember  this  poem,  and  to  your 
advantage  use  it. 

Think  of  a  comely  melody,  and 
never  abandon  the  music. 


Matt  Caruso,  8 
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Eureka 

Shining  in  the  hand  of  man,  the  precious  metal  waits. 
Dating  from  Egypt  to  Rome,  at  various  unknown  dates. 

Searching  for  the  rare  ore,  the  pan  turns  round  and  round; 
Searching  for  the  metal  with  a  beauty  so  profound. 

In  ancient  art  and  relics,  this  gold  has  been  used  a  lot, 
But  mainly  as  money  this  gold  has  been  harshly  sought. 

In  times  of  old  this  substance  lived, 
Some  in  farms  of  a  god,  a  horse,  or  a  dog. 

As  people  lived  to  find  the  gold  to  be  found, 
Their  lives  were  spent  for  the  pride  of  the  ground. 

Matthew  Nadler,  8 
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Birds 

Below  the  towering  mountains, 

Above  the  shining  lake, 

Amidst  the  totems  centuries  old, 

The  birds  their  homeward  journey  make. 

In  solitude  an  eagle  soars, 
Disdaining  earthlings,  fierce  as  Mars. 
Above  the  shore  the  seabirds  glide, 
As  thickly  clustered  as  the  stars. 

Peter  Hallward,  8 
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The  Black  Mass  and  the  Oak  Box 


Edwin  Taguchi 


The  procession  of  dark-clothed  people  moved  slowly  down  the 
dusty  dirt  road.  The  odd  whimper  was  heard  from  a  sullen-faced 
woman  whose  hand  periodically  dabbed  at  the  streams  of  tears  which 
ran  down  her  withered  cheeks.  At  the  head  of  this  black  centipede, 
twelve  men  held  aloft  an  oak  box  with  a  bouquet  of  flowers  laid  upon 
it.  What  was  in  the  rectangular  cabinet?  Surely  it  was  full  of  grief  and 
unhappiness;  one  could  see  that  in  the  downcast  eyes  of  the  people 
who  passed  by  the  quizzical  child  standing  at  the  side  of  the  road. 

The  spear  of  sorrow  had  not  yet  pierced  his  soul,  for  he  bounced  his 
multi-coloured  ball  gaily  and  folicked  beside  the  dejected  mob.  A  few 
of  the  balding  men  in  dark  gray  suits  told  him  to  run  along  and  play 
somewhere  else.  The  young  child  did  not  understand.  Finally,  after 
several  baleful  glares,  the  small  boy  decided  to  heed  the  crabby  men. 
He  ran  up  the  road  and  once  more  began  to  bounce  his  ball.  The 
somber  cluster  continued  its  sorrowful  voyage  along  the  dusty  dirt 
road  away  from  him. 

Eric  Widdicombe,  9 
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Realization 

As  he  ran  down  the  cobbled  street,  his  mind  throbbed  at  the  constant  beat  of  the  drum,  the  instrument  that  called 
him  and  his  fellow  citizens  to  witness  yet  another  execution.  He  glanced  down  at  his  old  tattered  shoes  moving  to  the 
beat  over  the  cobblestones.  His  feet  and  the  street  were  in  the  same  sorry  condition  as  they  had  been  when  he  had 
run  along  this  same  Paris  street  to  see  Louis  XVI  pay  the  price  for  treason  to  the  state,  a  state  which  had  been 
previously  his.  That  had  been  over  one  and  a  half  years  ago,  yet  still  the  leaders,  both  old  and  new,  promised  better 
living  conditions.  He'd  stopped  believing  them  long  ago.  He  recalled  his  friend's  summary:  "Our  citizens  who  would 
be  leaders  are  too  busy  trying  to  stay  alive  to  be  bothered  with  problems  of  the  state." 

His  mind  drifted,  lulled  by  the  beat  of  the  drum,  to  that  historic  day  when  the  king  had  been  executed.  He  was 
among  a  huge  crowd  of  people,  all  shouting  and  cursing  the  king.  When  Louis  appeared,  bound,  the  cheering  grew 
louder.  Even  he  could  not  help  cheering,  the  emotion  about  him  was  so  great.  Louis  was  led  slowly  to  the  guillotine.  His 
face  was  sullen  and  a  distinct  colour  of  grey.  It  was  hard  to  recognize  him  as  the  proud  ruler  of  France.  Slowly  up  the 
stairs  he  walked,  step  by  step,  until  he  was  confronted  by  his  executioner.  The  crowd,  having  reached  the  peak  of  its 
noise,  fell  silent. 

"I  am  innocent  of  treason  against  the  state,"  Louis  blurted  out  defiantly.  With  this,  the  blade  fell.  Louis  XVI  was  no 
more.  The  crowd  now  rose  up  in  cheers,  though  he  could  not.  It  had  been  bloodthirsty,  he  thought.  How  many  more  men 
had  died  in  the  last  year  and  a  half  saying  the  same  thing,  he  could  not  remember.  He  wondered  now  if  any  had  told  the 
truth. 


More  people  were  filling  the  streets  as  he  got  closer  to  the  city  center  and  the  guillotine.  The  guillotine  itself  was 
as  new  and  shiny  as  ever.  It  had  been  replaced  every  four  months  at  the  cost  of  hundreds  of  francs  in  tax  money. 
He  could  not  figure  out  why  the  old  ones  were  replaced  with  money  which  could  have  been  used  to  feed  the  poor. 
But  in  a  way,  the  guillotine  satisfied  another  appetite,  as  the  gladiators  had  done  in  Roman  times.  He  noticed  that 
there  were  not  so  many  people  as  there  had  been  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  a  month  ago,  in  fact.  Either  they  were  sick 
and  tired  of  the  bloodshed,  or  they  themselves  had  met  the  guillotine's  edge. 

His  mind  drifted  again  back  to  the  citizens'  meeting  last  month.  It  had  been  there  that  people  had  first  talked  about 
getting  rid  of  a  man  named  Robespierre.  They  had  proposed  new  men  to  lead  the  Jacobin  cause.  The  reasons  for  the 
toppling  of  Robespierre,  he  had  heard  many  times  before;  only  the  name  and  minor  details  ever  changed.  It  was 
humourously  ironic  that  the  same  kind  of  meeting  Robespierre  had  led  there  months  before  against  Marat  was  now  being 
led  against  him.  The  whole  revolution  seemed  ironic. 

He  had  now  reached  the  city's  center  and  fought  the  crowd  to  get  a  good  view.  The  victim  was  led  out.  From  this 
distance  he  could  have  been  anyone.  With  that  thought  revolving  in  his  head,  he  turned  away.  He  now  understood. 
He  would  not  have  to  see  the  same  scene  another  time. 

Robbie  Mason  9A 
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Edwin  Taguchi 


To  Telos 

Shadow  your  thoughts  of  happiness, 
Suppress  the  merry  voice. 
We  all  shall  die,  no  more,  no  less; 
Why  does  this  world  rejoice? 

What  grapes  do  climb  the  winding  vines? 
What  flowers  drink  the  sun? 
To  what  depths  does  this  world  decline? 
What  justice  is  here  done? 

If  fate  be  written  in  the  sky, 
Then  helpless  are  we  all. 
Like  sheep  we'll  die  and  pass  life  by 
And  answer  when  we're  called. 

Oh,  which  Utopia  could  be  found 
To  save  us  from  this  fate? 
If  such  a  place  indeed  be  found, 
Its  coming  shall  be  late. 

Eric  Bunge,  9 


First  to  Fight  for  Right  and  Freedom 

Robert  King  was  scared.  It  was  his  second  week  in  Vietnam,  his  first  day  on  patrol.  Two  months  previously,  he  had 
been  a  high  school  senior  in  his  hometown  of  Lincoln,  Nebraska.  He  had  only  known  about  Vietnam  from  the 
glorified,  purified  viewpoint  of  his  hometown  paper.  When  he  became  eighteen,  since  he  was  not  going  to  college,  he 
enlisted,  largely  at  his  father's  urging.  He  had  joined  the  271st  Marines,  the  unit  his  father  had  served  with  in  Warld 
War  II.  He  had  imagined  that  Vietnam  was  going  to  be  like  the  war  his  father  had  remembered  so  fondly.  He  did  not 
foresee  that  he  would  be  wading  through  mined  rice  paddies  in  the  Mekong  Delta,  praying  that  he  would  not  be  the 
one  to  step  on  a  "Bouncing  Betty,"  praying  that  he  would  stay  alive. 

The  platoon  arrived  at  a  small  village  consisting  of  several  huts,  suspected  of  containing  Viet  Cong  sym- 
pathizers. They  split  up  into  groups  to  search  the  huts.  King  and  three  others  went  up  to  the  first  hut  and  the 
leader,  a  six  month  "Veteran"  kicked  in  the  door.  A  Vietnamese  family  was  sitting  at  a  crude  bamboo  table.  The 
Veteran  began  shouting  at  the  family  in  English,  demanding  that  they  tell  him  where  the  Viet  Cong  were  hiding. 
Meanwhile,  the  other  two  soldiers  had  begun  searching  the  hut.  One  of  the  men  yelled  that  he  had  found 
something.  In  a  corner  of  the  room  there  was  a  picture  of  Ho  Chi  Minh  and  an  old  French  Carbine.  The  Veteran 
quietly  walked  out,  and  the  others  followed.  At  the  door,  the  Veteran  turned  around  and  threw  a  grenade  into  the 
hut.  King,  who  had  been  silently  observing  these  events,  screamed  out,  "No!"  He  looked  into  the  hut  in  the 
instant  before  the  grenade  exploded  and  saw  a  six-year-old  girl  staring  wide-eyed  at  him.  Then  the  grenade  ex- 
ploded. King,  knocked  over  by  the  explosion,  began  screaming  and  sobbing  uncontrollably.  The  others  did  not 
seem  to  care. 

King  got  up  and  walked  on  with  the  unit,  a  blank,  uncomprehending  look  on  his  face,  the  image  of  the  child 
eternally  etched  on  his  mind.  His  father  had  not  told  him  about  this. 

Mark  Jany,  10 
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First  Man  to  Work 

Tensely,  almost  painfully,  he  heaved  his  heavy  corpse  out  of  the  depths  of  unconsciousness.  His  body  cried 
silently  in  anguish  at  being  denied  the  vital  rejuvenation  of  sleep,  his  joints  stiffening  and  muscles  remaining 
unresponsive.  Still  dazed,  he  sat;  his  eyes  glowered  unfocused  into  the  darkness:  his  mind  desperately  tried  to  find 
orientation.  Minutes  passed  unacknowledged,  the  man  teetering  on  the  edge  of  sleep  while  his  mind  tried  to  break 
the  final  bonds  of  his  resistive  body.  Every  bone,  every  cell  fought  to  remain  immobile;  but  they  were,  in  the  end, 
always  forced  into  submission.  He  switched  on  the  light,  and  as  its  rays  flooded  the  room,  he  was  forced  awake. 

The  building  was  silent  but  not  dead;  the  whir  of  a  lone  distant  elevator  kept  the  building's  heart  beating, 
penetrating  every  recess.  The  doors  were  locked,  the  telephones  mute,  yet  the  flickering  tubes  of  light  burned 
brightly  to  stave  off  the  inky  darkness  deep  into  which  the  city  was  submerged.  Outside  the  street  extended  miles 
in  either  direction,  entirely  deserted.  A  low  roar  emanated  from  the  center  of  the  city,  as  if  the  city  itself  were 
breathing  slowly  in  rest.  A  key  turned  in  the  lock.  The  man  stepped  into  his  office  and  turned  on  the  light. 

The  one  powerful  desk  lamp  bathed  the  desk  in  a  pool  of  light  and  silhouetted  the  features  of  the  chamber.  It 
was  typical  of  five  hundred  others  identical  in  dimensions  and  similarly  furnished.  All  the  trade-marks  of  an 
office-worker  were  present;  file  cabinets,  a  deckchair  covered  in  worn  books,  a  print  of  the  President.  On  the 
desk  before  him,  however,  were  more  personal  items.  The  etched  face  of  a  man  mother's  was  posed,  staring 
happily  at  a  bare  spot  on  the  far  wall.  A  coffee  cup  to  one  side  was  packed  with  pencils  of  different  lengths,  most 
broken,  and  dry  pencils  wanting  refills.  A  small  Underwood  to  his  left  with  worn  keys  had  in  it  a  report  in- 
terrupted in  mid-sentence.  He  coughed,  pulled  the  old  machine  over,  and  got  down  to  work. 
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Tom  Hood,  10 
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The  Pearl 

The  night  sky,  an  oyste 
A  vast  black  sea 


All  dotted  by  small  sta 
All  bright  and  fre> 

X*^1  •■•■■yQ 

night  sky,  an  oyst 

lone  with  me. 


its  treasure, 
The  shining  pearl. 

It's  sometimes 

Sometimes  a  cu 


he  night  sky,  an 
A  vast  black  sea 


Beneath  your  great  beauty. 
Gem  of  the  sea. 


1  feel  your  great  presence, 
Imposing  on  me. 

I      I 

e  night  sky,  >n  oyster 

A  vast  black  sea.    \  „ 


Patrick  Jabal,  8 
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A  Passage  of  Life 


The  wind  pushed  the  white  puff  balls 
down  through  the  sky  forming  a  carpet 

over  the  dull, 
black, 
r^jL     dirty  road  below. 

No  enp/left  tf\§  dw&ljng  that  loomed 
large  oX?ef\ri%lpng  p^sage.  Suddenly, 


He  walked,  grew 
gone.  He  had  set 


for  us, 
ryou, 
for  them. 


The  balls  of  snow,  being  bussed  downwards 
by  the  wind,  were  waiting  for  another 

like  the  one 
before. 


Nicholas  Von  Moltke,  10 


Spring 


The  last  lip  of  depraved  snow  melts  now 

As  glassy  peartree  leaves  and  yellow  tulips  in  the  murk  bloom 

Lest  no  one  believe  speechless  they  utter  how 

The  earth  squalid  and  dire  at  first  seems  to  gloom 

Though  later  as  an  enchantress  Spring 

Appears  as  a  flying  cloud  controlled  by  wind  and  sun. 

Vanishings  uncaught  the  flowing  rivers  sing 

On  sapless  branches  harbingers  with  nests  begun 

Display  a  lit  terrain  and  denied  hedges 

A  littered  field  of  lost  things 

Seedings  and  dried  cocoons  lay  on  ledges 

Changing  from  waste  and  dusk  to  leaves  and  wings 

As  the  earth  has  once  again  undergone 

The  crossing  of  the  vast  Rubicon. 

Rex  Chung,  10 


See  the  people 

walking 

in  their  separate 

ways. 

Blank  faces  devoid 

of  purpose, 

roaming  methodically 

the  streets 

and  alleys 

of  unhurried  time. 

Showing  themselves 

as  common 

and  numerous 

as  the  stars 

on  a  crisp, 

clear  evening. 

Rodents 

of  a  most 

vast  space, 

meaningless  to  the  functio; 

of  the  universe. 

Yet  a  light 

streams  down  upon  this  petty 

race. 

John  Armstrong,  1 1 


stands  quietly, 
Expressionless, 
Thinking. 
His  past  adventures  racing  through 
his  mind, 
Villainous, 
Evil. 
Past  dreams  of  riches, 
Destroyed, 
Forgotten. 
Before  him  a  man  of  the  cloth, 
Blessing, 
Sorrowful. 
Behind  him  a  noose 
Vengeful, 
Waiting. 


John  Armstrong,  1 1 


Shadows 

At  morning  time  when  bright  lights  come  along, 
And  bold  winds  blow  through  olive  ranks,  I  think 
Of  tortured,  locked-up  people,  all  who  throng 
In  darken'd  camps  or  blacker  cells,  and  sink; 
Deeper  into  darkness  go  the  hidden, 
While  some  still  lie  submerged  in  misery, 
Engulfed  by  lightless  bogs  of  war -swept  lands. 
And  when  these  thoughts  all  come  to  me,  they  end 
All  traces  left  of  colour,  and,  fatherly, 
Into  the  muck  of  crime  I  stretch  my  hands. 

In  this  world  of  false  and  fickle  people, 
Where  all  one  sees  is  painted  white,  I  find 
The  truest  souls  dyed  darker  by  the  evil, 
Their  shadows  playing  harshly  in  my  mind. 

Fredrik  Svenstedt,  9 
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The  Bedouin 

Through  the  ages  have  come  the  bedouin 

existing  surviving  travelling 

free 

through  shimmering  desert  sands  flying 

not  in  skyscrapers  imprisoned  nor  even  cities  kept 

but  soaring  above 

tradition  pride  stoically  stubbornly  resisting  slicing  winds 

yet  in  oil  slicks  sometimes  trapped  those 

who  allowed  the  tide  to  overcome 
how  many  now  lie  slaves  to  oil  and  sand 
but  some  escape  and  live 
as  the  colourful  bedouin  survive 

Jonathan  Burnham,  10 


Suburbia 

"Damn  it,  I  hate  people  who  do  their  monthly  shopping  at  Mac's!"  thought  the  frustrated  middle-aged  woman,  as  she 
surveyed  the  scene  in  front  of  her.  The  stereotyped  crowd  was  there  again  today:  although  there  were  only  two  people  in 
front  of  her,  Mrs.  Grey-Before-Her-Time  knew  the  kids  in  the  back  of  the  station-wagon  would  have  a  long  wait  before 
she  drove  them  to  piano  lessons.  First  in  line  was  a  blue-haired,  hunch-backed  old  crone  who  was  creating  a  dreadful 
disturbance  chattering  incessently  about  how  low  prices  used  to  be.  Peering  through  the  senile  bag's  wrinkles,  the 
housewife  could  discern  a  hazy,  cross-eyedness  that  made  her  sure  that  the  "senior  citizen"  was  definitely  loony.  Next  in 
line  was  a  disgustingly  obese  little  pig  of  about  eleven  years  whose  beady,  red  little  eyes  gave  away  his  impatient  desire  to 
devour  the  numerous  DORITO  and  TOSTITO  Tortilla  chip  bags  clutched  in  his  chubby  little  fingers.  Rotundo  was 
obviously  one  of  those  child  prodigy  computer  whizzes,  as  he  was  quickly  adding  up  his  monetary  class  on  a  hand-held 
calculator  faster  than  the  boat-person  cashier  could  keep  up.  Finally,  the  harried  woman  paid  for  her  bottle  of  COKE 
and,  while  walking  out  the  door  to  return  to  her  lovable,  hyperactive  children,  a  sarcastic  parting  thought  crossed  her 
mind:  "Why  do  they  call  them  CONVENIENCE  stores,  anyway?!" 


Stephen  Ahern,  1 1 


Sherwood  Forest 


Sweat  was  filling  the  miniature  crevices  in  my  palm. 
The  final  bell  sounded,  and  my  dash  had  just  begun. 
Run  to  the  castle  and  plan  strategy  in  the  dining  hall. 
Escape  through  the  back  passage  to  the  florist.  Procure 
the  bouquet  and  wind  my  way  back  to  the  castle.  Brush 
off  my  suit  of  armor  and  choose  my  trusted  tie. 
Tonight,  I  prepare  for  war.  Check  the  royal  treasures; 
yes,  enough  gold  and  silver  to  last  a  fortnight.  Pick  up 
the  keys  to  the  Mercury  stallion  and  open  the 
drawbridge;  full  supplies  accounted  for.  Charge!  Onto 
the  beaten  track  I  rush,  continually  leaving  Camelot 
further  and  further  behind  in  the  dust.  Ahah!  The 
enemy's  battlements  are  in  sight.  Now  is  the  time  for 
courage  and  chivalry;  let  man  be  now  separated  from 
mouse  ...  "Hello,  Mr.  Ataman.  Is  Ayse  ready  to  go  to 
the  ball?" 

Chris  Donald,  11 
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The  Glory  of  War 


The  dense,  white,  humid  mists  drifted  lazily  from  the  vast  lake,  low  on 
the  battle-scarred  plain.  To  the  far  left,  northward,  extended  the  low,  flat 
hills  that  formed  a  long,  bumpy  ridge  leading  northeast  into  the  distant 
rising  sun.  Alongside  the  ridge  were  the  rusting  remains  of  a  war  that  had 
occurred  forty  years  ago.  Then,  these  mobile  slaughterhouses  roamed  the 
field,  searching  for  prey  to  decimate.  Armed  and  armoured  more  heavily 
than  their  Allied  counterparts,  the  masters  of  warfare  and  destruction 
eradicated  the  numerically  superior  Allied  force  and  left  as  quickly  as  they 
had  arrived.  Strolling  leisurely  toward  the  serene,  barren,  rocky  ridge,  I 
could  easily  imagine  how  the  occupants  had  died:  inside  their  armoured 
boxes,  burning,  choking,  trapped,  their  flesh  withered  and  shrivalled  under 
the  intense  heat.  Many  others  had  slowly  bled  to  death,  their  wounds  either  too 
numerous  to  heal,  or  too  great  in  size.  O,  what  a  lovely  war! 

Boris  Adjukovic,  10 


The  Waiting 


A  cold,  chilling  rain  fell.  Although  it  was  summer,  the  grey  rain  made  the 
young  man  shiver.  He  turned  up  his  collar,  adjusted  his  helmet,  and  picked 
up  his  rifle  from  where  it  was  lying.  It  was  surprisingly  quiet  -  no  ex- 
plosions or  shells  whistling  past,  just  the  low  moaning  of  shattered  men. 
Huddled  near  him  in  the  trench  were  about  one  hundred  other  soldiers, 
some  alert,  some  slipping  into  a  torpid  slumber,  some  crying  as  they  died, 
others  gazing  about  them  at  the  mess  that  was  their  sleeping  quarters.  A  rat 
scuttled  by  with  a  finger  in  its  mouth.  He  kicked  at  it.  He  was  very  nervous 
as  he  waited  for  his  platoon's  orders:  advance  or  retreat.  Even  though  it 
was  cold,  he  was  sweating.  It  didn't  matter  one  way  or  the  other,  he 
thought.  Take  your  choice:  in  the  face  or  in  the  back  of  the  head.  He 
shivered.  His  boot  was  becoming  stuck  in  the  glutinous  mud  at  the  bottom 
of  the  trench.  The  shells  had  started  again.  Suddenly,  a  shell  hit  the  trench 
about  ten  yards  from  where  he  was  sitting.  As  it  hit,  it  spewed  out  a  thick, 
yellow  vapour.  He  didn't  realize  the  danger  he  was  in  until  too  late.  His 
lungs  burnt  and  he  felt  dizzy.  As  he  finally  succumbed  to  death,  he  realized 
that  it  wasn't  death  he  was  afraid  of:  just  the  waiting,  just  the  waiting. 


Michael  Stevenson,  10 


The  Apocalypse 

When  God  becomes  but  one  who  lived  and  died, 

The  grapes  of  wrath  weep  forth  a  bitter  wine; 

The  Christ,  a  fool,  a  puppet  crucified, 

Recedes  to  dust,  the  only  life  divine; 

The  wealth  of  heaven  crumbles  to  the  ground, 

Amidst  Mephisto's  gruesome  rape  and  reign; 

The  king  is  dead;  the  new,  proclaimed  and  crown'd; 

To  heed  our  prayers  he  would  not  even  deign. 


Then  lo,  above  the  crest  of  broken  dreams, 
With  sword  ablaze,  He  stands  and  gives  us  light; 
His  love,  his  bounty  pure,  resplendent,  beams; 
While  Satan  flees,  the  world  is  set  to  right! 
For  God  absolves  the  sins  of  all  mankind, 
Dispels  the  darkness,  frees  our  weary  mind. 

Denis  Stevens,  1 1 
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-.#.-«    The  White  Hen 

1.  t 

Elegantly  j)pd  efficiently,  the  bleached  bird  glidec| 
through  tjieniir.  The  bjack  slender  legs  that  casually-, 
trailed  Behind  seemed  trivial,  while  the  animal  coasted 
through  the  deep  blue  background .  The  two  powerful  ' 
extensions  beated  in  a  fluent,  proud  and  controlled 
manner.  The  tips  of  the  wings,  like  fingers,  grasped  at 
clear  nothingness,  but  were  still  capable  of  maintaining 
a  refined  line  of  flight.  For  in  front  of  the  hard- 
working, muscular  body  was  held  a  long,  calm  neck. 
Penetrating  yellow  eyes  intently  gazed  into  the  depths 
of  the  horizon,  marking  the  path  of  the  bird.  In- 
nocently placed  on  the  furthest  extremity  was  a  sharp 
bill,  which  punctured  the  air  and  opened  a  door  for  the 
rest  to  pass  through.  From  afar  the  beautiful  bird  went 
unnoticed  by  the  general  masses,  but  there  was  always  the 
one  intent  observer  willing  to  remark  on  its  awsome 
beauty. 


f 
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-Robbie  Aguayo,  1 1 
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The  Chipmunk 


*$L 


Nervously  emerging  from  a  rock-surrounded 
irnhe  stony  soil,  a  rust-coloured  chipmunk  raised  its  n< 

h  in  the  air,  sensing  for  any  danger.  With  whiskers 
twitching  and  tiny  black  eyes  beating  back  and  forth,  the 
white  and  black  striped  beast  scurried  erratically  towards 
a  small  collection  of  recently-fallen  beach  nuts.  The 
miniature  arms  and  little  hands  worked  quickly  at  prying 
one  of  the  wrinkled  shells  apart.  The  creature  then  settled 
erectly  back  on  its  hind  feet  and  nibbled  pensively  on  the 
prized  nut,  clutched  happily  between  the  two  furry  a{s| 
pendages.  The  beating,  glittering  eyes  rolled  ecstatically. 
Palatally  satisfied  with  the  discovered  booty,  the  rodent 
wasted  no  time  in  prying  the  other  beach  shells  apart. 
Never  ceasing  to  be  in  motion,  the  pair  of  digits  worked 
dexterously  at  placing  the  opened  nuts  within  the  flabby, 
expandable  cheeks.  The  paws  grabbed  the  last  nut  and 
tried  stuffing  it  greedily  in  the  already  overly-swollen 
mouth.  Unable  to  find  immediate  room,  the  fuzzy  ex- 
tremities dove  into  the  crowded  cavity  and  fumbled 
impatiently  until  the  battered  nut  was  finally  forced 
inside.  With  part  of  a  nut  already  beginning  to  protrude 
from  its  selfish  mouth,  the  chipmunk  then  bounded  back 
towards  its  burrow  to  stash  the  treasured  find  from  other 
seekers  of  the  woods. 


-William  Coffey,  1 1 
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A  MEIGHEN  ESSAY  FIRST  PRIZE,  GRADE  10 

The  Vigil 

Every  evening  as  dusk  arrived,  the  big,  powerful  light  was  switched  on,  and  the  battle  between  the  two  started  anew. 
On  some  nights,  the  piercing  light  was  the  clear  victor,  being  seen  far  out  at  sea  by  the  ships  coming  into  the  harbour.  On 
others,  as  if  the  Stygian  darkness  and  the  weather  had  pooled  their  resources,  the  light  was  swallowed  up  by  the  huge, 
dark  monster.  But  on  most  nights,  the  two  battled  continuously,  the  fog  occasionally  getting  the  better  of  its  adversary, 
the  light  occasionally  shining  through  brilliantly  for  all  to  see. 

Then,  as  dawn  approached,  if  the  day  promised  clear  visibility,  the  light  was,  as  if  by  magic,  switched  off.  On  those 
days  that  the  storm  continued  to  rage  furiously,  the  light,  never  once  stopping  its  monotonous  rotations,  continued 
steadily  on.  Some  battles  being  drawn  out  and  heated,  the  light  would  not  be  switched  off  for  long  periods  of  time.  No 
matter  how  long  the  storm  continued,  the  light  persisted,  and  in  the  end,  the  storm  having  blown  itself  out,  the  light 
emerged  the  victor.  That  is  how  it  always  had  been,  for  over  fifty  years:  the  light  and  the  darkness  -  good  and  evil. 


The  keeper,  who  was  responsible  for  the  continuation  of  good,  was  as  weathered  as  one  might  have  suspected.  His 
many  nights  of  vigil  throughout  the  countless  storms  were  each  etched  deeply  into  his  face.  His  thin,  grey  hair  had  the 
tendency  to  fall  into  his  eyes  when  he  was  at  work,  and  each  time  this  happened,  he  cursed  in  a  soft  voice  using  the  same 
tone  in  which  he  would  have  told  you  the  time  of  day  or  said  hello. 

He  was  a  very  lovable  old  man,  although  anyone  in  the  village  would  have  described  him  as  a  loner  and  unfriendly. 

Still  others  would  not  have  known  who  you  were  talking  about,  as  he 
appeared  in  the  village  only  once  a  month  to  collect  groceries.  No  one 
really  knew  where  he  got  the  money  to  pay  for  these.  Some  said  the 
government  gave  him  a  small  salary,  although  the  local  postman  said  his 
■&**&>■*  paycheck  arrived  from  the  Halifax  Harbour  Patrol. 

Once  every  two  months,  when  in  the  village,  he  would  buy  a  bottle  of 
Canadian  Club.  This  led  most  of  the  older,  gossiping  villagers  to  believe 
he  made  good  money  in  his  lonely  outpost.  His  wages,  from  the  Harbour 
Patrol,  were  meagre,  however  and  with  the  declining  power  of  the  dollar, 
the  money  bought  even  less.  He  often  gave  up  necessities  so  that  he  could 
have  enough  money  for  the  bottle  of  whiskey. 

He  had  become  a  small  hero  in  the  town,  for  he  had  been  working  in 
the  lighthouse  since  his  youth,  in  the  early  part  of  the  Great  War.  Only  a 
handful  still  living  in  the  village  had  witnessed  the  explosion  in  the 
Narrows  in  1917,  and  he  had  been  among  them.  But  this  was  not  the  only 
reason  he  was  a  legend.  His  life  was  surrounded  by  mystery.  Those 
curious  enough  were  able  to  ascertain  only  a  few  facts  over  the  years:  he 
had  not  been  born  in  the  village.  It  was  not  known  if  he  had  been  born  in 
Halifax  or  not,  but  he  had  certainly  spent  his  youth  there.  Also,  he  had 
no  relatives  in  Halifax,  for  he  paid  no  social  calls  there.  That  was  all  that 
was  known,  nothing  more. 


The  sun  slowly  sank  beneath  the  horizon,  and  as  if  the  bell  for  the  next  round  had  been  rung,  simultaneously  the  light 
and  dark  came  out  of  their  corners.  The  beam  penetrated  the  dusk  and  seemed  already  to  have  conquered  the  evil,  but  the 
dark  was  only  gathering  its  strength.  Soon  all  was  dark  except  for  the  rotating  cone  of  incandescence.  The  sea-gulls  and 
ospreys  which  had  previously  been  noisily  scanning  the  waters  for  food,  and  perching  on  the  railing  of  the  lighthouse, 
had  returned  to  their  nests  in  the  cliff-face  on  the  south-west  side  of  the  island,  out  of  the  wind. 

The  waves  rose,  lapping  against  the  rocks  and  burrowing  into  the  crevasses,  and  then  fell,  gurgling  out  in  contentment. 
The  tide  was  low  so  that  only  the  seventh  wave,  the  largest  of  the  cycle  reared  its  head  over  the  rocks  like  a  cobra  poised 
for  the  attack,  and  then  fell  crashing  and  churning  on  the  jagged  pinnacles  of  the  rocks.  When  the  tide  was  high  early  the 
next  morning,  however,  the  sea  was  seething  and  boiling,  and  every  wave  pounded  against  the  rocks  viciously  as  if  trying 
to  crush  the  island  in  one  blow.  Although  the  sky  was  clear  at  dawn  that  morning,  the  wind  had  risen  ominously  signaling 
an  oncoming  storm. 

***** 

He  rose  at  dawn,  as  he  had  every  morning  since  he  had  become  the  keeper,  his  internal  timing  mechanism  adjusting  to 
the  lengthening  or  shortening  days.  After  dousing  his  face  with  the  fresh  water  drawn  from  the  well  the  previous  night, 
still  in  his  nightgown,  he  ascended  the  spiralling  stairs  to  the  light.  He  climbed  out  onto  the  walkway  that  surrounded  the 
glass  encompassing  the  huge  light.  He  faced  the  wind  and  took  a  deep  breath.  He  looked  up  at  the  pale  blue  sky  freckled 
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with  tiny  fish-scale  clouds  high  up  in  the  atmosphere.  He  looked  to  the  horizon  and  the  rising,  golden  sun.  He  took  one 
last  deep  breath  and,  well  satisfied  that  the  day  would  continue  to  be  fair  until  late  afternoon,  walked  back  inside  and 
switched  off  the  light.  The  throbbing  of  the  motor  died  down  slowly,  until  the  only  audible  noises  were  the  howling  wind 
and  the  crying  gulls. 

Descending  the  stairs,  he  realized  he  would  have  to  be  back  from  Halifax  no  later  than  three  o'clock  if  he  were  to  beat 
the  oncoming  storm.  He  had  much  to  do  today;  not  only  did  he  have  to  collect  the  groceries  and  secure  the  lighthouse  for 
the  storm,  but  he  had  also  been  called  to  Halifax  by  the  Harbour  Patrol  for  some  unknown  reason.  After  having  his 
spartan  breakfast  of  porridge  and  coffee,  he  untied  the  dinghy  and  began  to  row  for  the  mainland. 

It  was  eleven  o'clock  by  the  time  he  had  finished  the  shopping.  He  left  the  bags  of  food  at  the  shop  and  had  called  a 
cab  from  the  public  phone  booth.  The  ride  to  Halifax  took  only  three  quarters  of  an  hour  and  his  appointment  with  the 
harbour  supervisor  was  at  one  o'clock,  so  he  decided  to  pass  the  time  in  a  small  restaurant,  across  from  the  municipal 
building. 


It  was  twelve  fifty-five.  He  knocked  on  the  large  wooden  door. 

"Come  in."  From  behind  the  door. 

He  opened  it  and  walked  into  a  large  but  sparsely-furnished  office. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Patterson,  I  see.  You're  early;  all  the  better.  Douglas  Hill,  Harbour  Surveillance." 

"Kind  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir." 

"I'm  afraid  that  the  subject  of  this  meeting  is  not  all  that  pleasant.  To  get  down  to  the  truth  of  the  matter,  the  city  has 
just  made  its  annual  budget,  and  I'm  afraid  the  H.H.P.  is  among  the  public  utilities  that  have  had  to  cut  services  and 
round  corners.  I'm  afraid  your  job  has  been  terminated." 

Hill  was  afraid  of  quite  a  few  things;  he  ought  to  see  a  psychiatrist,  the  old  man  thought.  A  grin  formed  briefly  on  his 
face,  but  just  as  suddenly  he  lost  the  smile.  He  sat  there,  numbed  by  the  shocking  revelation  of  Hill's  words.  He  knew 
that  all  of  Canada  was  in  a  mild  recession.  He  knew  that  unemployment  in  the  country  was  reaching  new  highs,  but  he 
had  never  realized  that  he  might  lose  his  job.  They  needed  a  lighthouse  keeper!  Who  would  guide  the  ships  into  harbour? 

"This  is  not  to  say  that  you  haven't  done  a  good  job.  We  would  keep  you  on  if  we  could,  but  money  is  very  tight. 
Anyway,  with  today's  modern  technology,  most  of  the  ships  coming  into  Halifax  have  radar  and  highly  sophisticated 
guiding  systems  on  board.  The  light  serves  little  these  days.  It  is  merely  a  symbol  of  the  past . ' ' 

Yes,  the  old  man  thought,  my  past.  There  was  nothing  more  to  say.  If  the  city  could  not  spare  him  a  small  salary,  they 
would  never  be  able  to  give  him  a  pension,  whatever  the  size.  He  stood  up  and  turned  to  go. 

"Mr.  Patterson,  we  would  greatly  appreciate  if  you  were  able  to  clear  the  lighthouse  of  all  your  possessions  by  next 
Friday." 

A  tear  trickled  down  Patterson's  face,  running  through  the  deep,  time  scarred  channels. 

"Hey,  listen.  Don't  take  it  so  badly.  The  building  is  old  and  decrepit  anyway.  It  would  have  been  determined  unsafe  by 
the  inspection  officers  next  year  ..."  The  door  had  slammed  shut  before  he  could  finish. 

It  was  late  afternoon  when  the  keeper  returned  to  the  village. 
He  neglected  to  pick  up  his  groceries,  going  down  to  the  wharf 
instead  and  untying  his  boat.  Still  in  a  daze,  he  slowly  pulled  out 
of  the  sheltered  bay  into  the  heavy  waves. 

The  light  had  turned  on  later  than  usual  that  evening.  The  fog 
fell  quickly  on  the  coastal  areas,  and  on  the  island  the  wind  had 
turned  into  a  strong  gale.  The  waves,  although  at  low  tide, 
crashed  into  the  rocks  and  sprayed  the  dwarfed  form  of  the  grey 
lighthouse.  An  occasional  wave  was  successful  in  heaving  its  full 
strength  at  the  brick  tower.  The  rain  lashed  down  from  the 
unforgiving  sky  that  glowed  with  sporadic  bursts  of  lightning. 

The  crack  that  had  formed  during  the  last  major  storm 
twenty-five  years  before  grew  to  unstable  proportions.  The 
mortar  crumbled  more  and  more  as  wave  upon  wave  flogged  out 
at  the  erect  form. 

No  one  in  the  village  that  night  noticed  when  the  light  went 
out;  the  fog  and  darkness  had  played  their  part  well.  No  one 
heard  the  rumble  of  collapsing  mortar;  the  wind  and  rain  had 
done  theirs,  too.  In  fact  it  was  not  until  the  following  afternoon 
when  the  storm  had  passed  that  anyone  looked  out  to  the  island 
and  noticed  the  lighthouse  was  no  longer  standing. 

Inadvertently,  when  the  lighthouse  was  swallowed  by  the 
storm,  it  was  more  beneficial  than  destructive,  for  many 
problems  had  been  resolved,  and  a  legend  had  been  born;  good 
had  conquered  evil  for  the  last  time. 

John  Kelly,  10A 
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The  Homecoming 


A  bolt  of  lightning  materialized  in  the  eastern  sky  above  the  land,  and  for  a  split  second,  Kate  could  discern 
familiar  shapes  in  the  night.  The  obscure  constructions  were  second  nature  to  her.  Ever  since  she  could  remember 
Kate  had  lived  under  the  protection  of  such  mighty  grain  elevators  and  farm  houses.  Kate  blinked,  and  the  world 
outside  the  window  of  the  bus  was  once  again  shrouded  in  darkness. 

"It's  been  wetter  than  usual  this  past  couple  of  weeks,"  said  Kate's  mother.  "Your  father's  been  worried  about 
flooding,  but  you  know,  I  think  it'll  do  the  barley  some  good."  Kate  nodded  but  did  not  turn  her  head  from  the 
window.  She  could  sense  how  difficult  it  was  becoming  for  her  mother  to  make  conversation.  She  herself  had  been 
extremely  cautious  throughout  the  journey,  carefully  rehearsing  lines  before  venturing  to  speak.  It  was  Kate's  turn, 
but  she  remained  silent. 

She  had  focused  her  attention  on  the  tiny  water  droplets  that  appeared  on  her  reflection  in  the  glass.  The  years 
have  not  been  kind  to  my  face,  Kate  thought.  Her  bloodshot  eyes  were  witness  to  the  sorrow  she  felt  at  her 
husband's  death.  Kate  was  terribly  tired;  she  was  happy  to  be  going  home. 

She  was  not,  however,  looking  forward  to  living  with  her  parents  again.  Kate  remembered  how  humiliated  she  had 
felt  when  writing  her  letter  home.  She  had  never  really  needed  her  parents'  help  after  the  marriage.  She  had  been 
fully  dependent  on  her  husband.  Now  she  was  forced  to  crawl  back  to  her  family  for  support.  Kate  felt  terrible. 
They  had  disapproved  of  her  marriage  all  along,  thinking  that  a  nineteen-year-old  girl  could  never  be  in  love  with  a 
thirty-seven-year-old  man.  She  could  still  hear  her  father  forbidding  her  ever  to  step  into  "his"  house  again.  Surely 
her  parents  had  been  irrational  then.  Kate  and  her  mother  had  always  been  quite  close  (at  least  as  compared  with  her 
father).  Even  she,  however,  had  refused  to  listen  to  Kate's  pleading.  "If  you're  ASKING  me  for  permission,  I  say 
no!  If  you're  TELLING  me,  well  then,  young  lady,  you  can  very  well  leave  this  house  disgraced!"  Kate  had  left 
proudly,  but  now  the  tables  had  turned.  She  no  longer  had  Donald  there  to  fight  for  her  and  to  protect  her;  she  was 
alone.  Kate  may  have  had  pride,  but  she  had  enough  humility  to  know  that  she  could  now  turn  to  no  one  else  but 
her  parents. 

Kate  glanced  at  her  mother.  She  was  angry  with  her  for  being  so  obstinate  about  the  marriage.  Kate  had  been 
proud  when  it  had  worked  out.  The  Maclaines  had  made  a  perfect  couple.  She  wished  her  mother  could  have  been 
there  to  see  them  both.  Kate  had  so  much  to  tell  her  mother,  yet  she  could  not  gather  up  enough  courage  to  do  so. 
She  quickly  turned  away. 

The  bus  cruised  steadily  through  the  night.  Kate's  mother  had  dozed  off,  but  even  now  Kate  avoided  looking 
straight  at  her.  They  had  a  lot  to  sort  out  before  going  home,  but  Kate  could  not  talk  to  her  mother. 

Kate  diverted  her  thoughts  slightly.  It  was  nice  of  mother  to  meet  me  at  Regina,  she  thought.  After  funeral  expenses 
and  plane  fare  to  Saskatchewan,  Kate  had  spent  close  to  her  last  penny.  She  was  sure  her  American  lawyer  had  cheated 
her.  Her  apartment  had  been  sublet,  her  furniture  re-possessed.  Even  her  friends,  who  were  mostly  Donald's,  had 
deserted  her  after  his  demise.  She  remembered  her  mother  having  told  her  repeatedly  that  when  she  had  "grown  out"  of 
Donald,  she  would  come  crying  back  home.  That  I  am,  Kate  thought. 

Now  that  she  was  on  her  own,  she  could  not  support  herself.  She  had  feared  rejection  from  her  parents,  but  her 
father  had  at  least  sent  back  a  reply:  "You  will  always  be  my  daughter.  There'll  always  be  a  place  for  you  in  my 
house,"  the  letter  had  read.  Despite  traces  of  toning  down,  the  invitation  seemed  cautious  and  not  terribly 
welcoming. 

Kate  now  felt  guilty  for  not  having  written  home.  It  had  been  twenty  years  since  she  had  left  Saskatchewan  with 
Donald  to  go  to  the  "real"  world  in  the  big  city.  New  York  had  frightened  Kate  at  first.  Its  mere  size  and 
"strength"  overwhelmed  this  little  Canadian  girl.  But  what  had  scared  Kate  the  most  was  the  people  in  the  city.  New 
Yorkers  were  quite  indifferent  to  anyone  they  didn't  know.  She  could  remember  no  one  who  had  smiled  at  her.  Kate 
longed  for  the  warmth  and  kindness  of  prairie  people  ...  people  like  Mother,  she  thought. 

"We  really  must  talk,  Kate,  said  Kate's  mother  suddenly.  Her  words  were  genuine,  unrehearsed.  As  did  Kate,  she 
had  a  troubled  and  confused  expression  on  her  face.  For  the  first  time  in  twenty  years,  Kate  and  her  mother  had 
spoken  to  one  another.  Kate  looked  searchingly  at  her  mother's  face,  then  nodded.  "Yes,  I  guess  we  should,"  Kate 
said  smiling.  "We  really  should." 

Outside  the  bus,  the  rain  had  stopped.  The  sky  was  lighting  up  ever  so  slowly  in  the  east.  The  dark,  luminous 
clouds  were  dispersing.  Behind  them  lay  a  deep  blue,  almost  silk-like  background. 
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"Oh  Momma,  we  really  did  love  each  other,"  Kate  said.  Her  face  was  clouded  with  tears,  but  the  tears  were  not 
bitter. 

"I  know  you  did,"  Kate's  mother  said. 

"Then  why  did  you  have  to  be  so  damned  MEAN  to  us  when  we  got  engaged?"  Another  wave  of  tears  flooded 
Kate's  eyes.  "Why?" 

"Oh  Katie,  your  father  and  I  always  wanted  the  best  for  you  -" 

"I  know  but  -" 

"Kate,  we  WERE  mean,  but  we've  regretted  it  for  twenty  years.  Your  father  may  not  have  shown  it  in  his  letter,  but 
you  know  men  and  their  pride.  Kate,  listen  -  understand  me.  It  wasn't  that  we  didn't  like  Donald;  it  was  that ...  well ...  he 
was  a  city  boy  -  from  New  York  of  all  places!  We  never  could  accept  it.  We  never  liked  city  people  -  you  know  that: 
they're  not  like  us." 

No,  they  aren't,  Kate  thought,  but  kept  listening  silently. 

"Well,  no  one  liked  the  idea.  We  all  come  from  the  same  STUBBORN  family,  and  of  course  we  got  ourselves 
into  a  stand-off  -  pig-headed,  that's  what  we  were,"  Kate's  mother  ended. 

"And  silly,"  added  Kate. 

"And  silly,"  laughed  Kate's  mother. 

The  bus  rolled  on,  and  Kate  and  her  mother  talked.  They  talked  from  the  heart  about  the  "good  old  days".  They 
laughed  a  bit  and  cried  a  bit,  but  the  bitterness  was  gone.  Kate  cherished  memories  of  her  childhood.  She  remem- 
bered having  risen  with  the  sun  to  help  milk  the  cows.  She  remembered  having  watched  her  uncle  expertly  handle  the 
"combine"  at  harvest  time.  She  still  recalled  having  gazed  out  of  the  school  house  window  after  the  first  snowfall. 
Kate  loved  her  Canadian  childhood,  and  it  was  these  reminiscences  that  made  her  feel  close  to  the  prairie  at  the 
time. 

Kate's  mother  had  brought  along  an  old  photograph  of  the  family.  Kate  took  a  long,  purposeful  look  at  this 
Canadian  family.  "No  matter  what,  Katie,  remember  that  you  can  always  depend  on  your  family,"  said  Kate's 
mother  with  a  smile.  "You're  part  of  our  family  now,  and  we  want  you  to  come  home."  Her  mother's  words  were 
everything  Kate  had  hoped  to  hear.  Yes,  now  Kate  had  a  sense  of  belonging.  She  belonged  on  the  prairie  with  her 
family! 

The  eastern  sky  was  now  bright  with  the  warm  glow  of  the  rising  sun.  Kate  could  clearly  see  her  beloved 
homeland:  the  wheat  field  stretching  to  the  horizon,  the  idle  tractors  and  ploughs  scattered  here  and  there,  the 
children  roaming  freely  about  the  land.  Kate  was  proud  of  her  Canadian  family,  and  she  was  proud  to  be  coming 
home. 

Sean  Scensor,  10B 
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A  warm  word  of  thanks  to  the  many  patrons  without  whose  generous 
contributions  the  publication  of  THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION  would  not  have 
been  possible. 


MIDGET  FOOTBALL 


The  fact  that  Mr.  Wearing  had  to  be  convinced  that 
this  year's  Midget  Football  Team  was  good  enough  to 
enter  in  GMAA  League  play  might  have  been  an  in- 
dication of  the  team's  calibre.  But  it  certainly  was  not. 
The  team,  under  the  guidance  of  R.  Wearing  and  E. 
Heath,  took  home  the  first  city  football  championship 
in  the  school's  history,  with  a  spectacular  come-from- 
behind  victory  over  heavily  favored  Loyola  in  the  final 
game. 

The  final  match,  which  took  place  at  Molson 
Stadium  was  a  hard  fought  defensive  game.  The  only 
scoring  in  the  first  half  was  a  safety,  which  saw  Loyola 
take  a  1-0  lead.  Their  lead  was  increased  to  2-0  before 
quarterback  Gavin  Drummond  hit  receiver  David 
Pascal  for  a  third  quarter  touchdown.  Unfortunately 


for  the  Selwyn  Team,  Loyola  answered  with  a  con- 
verted touchdown  shortly  after,  to  take  a  9-6  lead.  Rob 
Aguayo,  by  intercepting  a  pass  on  the  SHS  25  yard 
line,  prevented  Loyola  from  scoring  again  as  well  as 
giving  the  offense  another  chance.  Behind  some  out- 
standing running  by  running-back  Tom  Macfarlane,  the 
offence  moved  the  ball  to  the  Loyola  thirty  yard  line. 
A  third  down  gamble  was  thwarted  however,  and 
Loyola  took  over  with  only  two  minutes  left.  Once  again 
the  defense,  as  it  had  throughout  the  game,  rose  to  the 
occasion  when  Geoff  Reford  recovered  a  fumble.  Four 
plays  later,  Tom  Macfarlane  took  a  pitch-out  from 
quarterback  Drummond  to  score  the  winning  touch- 
down, with  just  three  seconds  on  the  clock. 
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The  victory  was  a  great  one  for  the  school, 
but  also  an  example  of  how  skilled  coaching 
and  good  spirit  could  turn  a  good  team  into  a 
success.  The  previous  year,  almost  the  same 
team  had  carried  a  7-5  record  (only  after 
winning  their  last  6  games  of  the  season). 
This  year's  team  sported  an  8-2  record,  with 
both  a  well-balanced  offense  and  a  strong 
defense.  Despite  setbacks  such  as  injuries  to 
key  players  like  Bill  Zacharkiw  and  Chris 
Donald,  the  team  demonstrated  its  depth  as 
John  Higgins,  in  particular,  stepped  in  to 
excel.  The  defense,  captained  by  Pippo 
Deleonardis,  only  allowed  8,1  ppg,  because  of 
the  hard  work  of  G.  Reford.  T.  Zyto,  D. 
Pascal,  A.  Mackay,  R.  De  Aguayo,  E. 
Blachford,  H.  Mehnert,  S.  Ahern,  and  P. 
Deleonardis.  The  offense,  captained  by  G. 
Drummond,  averaged  32,8  ppg,  behind  a 
particularly  impressive  offensive  line.  The 
line,  as  well  as  receivers  T.  Zyto,  D.  Pascal, 
and  S.  Vineberg,  enabled  G.  Drummond  to 
pass  for  over  1000  yards.  It  also  helped  T. 
Macfarlane  run  to  over  1200  yards,  and  J. 
Higgins  to  gain  over  600. 

This  year's  team  was  not  only  successful, 
but  also  very  fun  to  be  a  member  of.  The 
veterans,  who  are  hoping  this  was  not  a  one 
year  dynasty  certainly  will  be  there  to  cheer 
the  team  on  in  next  year's  GMAA  final. 
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BANTAM  FOOTBALL 


COACHES:      Messrs.      McGinnes,      Nicoll,      Biewald, 
Marovitch. 

This  year's  Bantam  Football  Team  had  a  very  suc- 
cessful season  finishing  with  the  school's  best  record  last 
fall  with  7  wins,  2  losses,  and  1  tie  (to  L.C.C.).  The 
team,  however,  was  not  entered  in  any  league  and  played 
exhibition  games  against  such  teams  as  Ashbury  College, 
Bishops,  Lower  Canada  College,  Loyola,  and 
Pierrefonds  Comprehensive.  The  team's  two  losses  were 
to  Loyola;  the  first  being  21-0  and  the  second  7-6. 
Loyola  ended  up  winning  the  league  championship.  The 
team  consisted  mainly  of  young  players,  all  of  whom  we 
hope  to  see  again  next  year.  Special  thanks  go  out  to 
Coaches  McGinnes,  T.  Nicoll,  R.  Biewald,  and  Mike 
Marovitch,  who  coached  the  team  expertly  and  who  kept 
the  team  together. 

M-A.A. 
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MIDGET  SOCCER 


This  year's  midget  soccer  team  had  a  so- 
so  season,  compiling  an  aggregate  season 
record  of  six  wins,  six  losses  and  three  ties. 
To  begin  the  year,  the  team  travelled  to  the 
Eastern  Townships  to  play  exhibition  games 
against  Richmond  and  Stanstead.  The  team 
tied  Stanstead  in  the  last  minute  with  a  goal 
by  German  Delgado.  They  then  blew  a  2-0 
halftime  lead  against  Richmond  and  lost  4-2. 
Mr.  Cude  saw  our  mistakes  and  helped 
correct  them  to  prepare  for  league  play.  The 
team  had  a  regular  season  record  of  4-3-1  in 
the  league  and  tied  with  Westmount  high  for 
second  place  behind  Loyola.  The  top  two 
teams  in  each  division  make  the  playoffs,  so 
we  played  Westmount  for  second  place  and 
won  handily.  We  then  advanced  to  the  semi- 
fianls  against  Riverdale.  In  a  very  strong  wind,  the  team  put  up  a  valiant  effort  but  lost  5-3. 

The  fullbacks  were  solid  all  year,  with  second  year  midgets  Bruce  Brydon  and  Chico  Lord  and  rookie  Jeff 
Bishop  playing  strongly.  When  the  defense  failed,  goaltender  Adam  Bandeen  was  usually  able  to  stop  the 
opposition.  The  goal  scoring  was  much  improved  over  the  previous  season  when  goals  were  few  and  far  bet- 
ween. Led  by  Steve  Clark  and  Captain  Michael  Morden,  who  each  had  two  games  of  at  least  three  goals,  the 
team  scored  over  40  goals  in  15  games.  Most  of  the  players  on  the  team  will  form  next  year's  Senior  team,  with 
Jeff  Bishop  remaining  and  adding  experience  to  next  year's  Midgets.  Thanks  go  to  Mr.  Cude  for  coaching  us  and 
leading  us  to  the  playoffs. 
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BANTAM  SOCCER 


Once  again  this  team  advanced  to  the 
semi-finals  of  the  G.M.A.A.,  only  to  lose 
again  4-2  to  the  eventual  league  champions 
St.  Laurent.  The  team  overall  won-lost 
record  was  an  impressive  11  wins,  1  tie, 
and  4  losses.  The  team's  M.V.P.  William 
Black  scored  12  goals  as  did  James  Smith, 
and  Tony  Torriani.  Patrick  Jabol  and 
Duncan  McLaren  provided  strength  in  the 
midfield  and  Paul  Capombassis  anchored 
the  defense  with  Frederic  Gervais  in  goal. 
This  team  should  provide  a  strong  nucleus 
of  players  for  next  year's  midget  team. 
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WRESTLING 


COACH:  Rob  Wearing. 

CAPTAINS:  David  Skinner,  Pippo  Deleonardis. 

This  year  the  members  of  the  wrestling  team,  despite 
a  relative  lack  of  previous  experience,  had  another 
successful  year.  The  team  finished  fourth  in  league 
competition  and  fourth  in  the  individual  cham- 
pionships. There,  outstanding  individual  performances 
were  turned  in  by  Peter  Hallward  (second  GMAA  and 
second  Lac  Saint  Louis  and  Riverdale)  Rex  Chung 
(first  Riverdale)  Edwin  Taguchi  (second  GMAA  and 
second  Lac  Saint  Louis)  David  Skinner  (first  GMAA) 
Neil  Beaton  (second  Riverdale)  and  Pippo  Deleonardis 
(first  GMAA  second  Lac  Saint  Louis).  In  addition, 
steadily  improved  performances  by  Serge  Ghattas, 
William  Black,  Bob  Lunny,  Michael  Zenaitis  and 
James  Soutar  seem  to  indicate  that  next  year's  team  is 
destined  to  greatness.  Many  Thanks  to  Mr.  Wearing 
for  his  time  and  effort. 
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BANTAM  HOCKEY 


CAPTAIN:  E.  Blachford 
ASSISTANT:  D.  Doheny 


COACH:  T.  Nicoll 


This  year's  Bantam  Hockey  team  had,  to  put  it 
tactfully,  a  mediocre  season.  The  squad  struggled  badly 
throughout  the  first  half  of  the  season,  managing  only 
to  tie  one  game  out  of  fifteen.  At  that  point,  the  team 
started  to  try  and  salvage  the  season,  winning  six  and 
tying  one  of  the  last  twenty  games.  The  team  was 
generally  outclassed  by  a  number  of  teams  in  the 
league,  but  appeared  to  suffer  more  from  a  lack  of 
effort  than  anything  else.  There  were,  however,  a  few 
bright  spots  in  an  otherwise  disappointing  season:  two 
wins  were  scored  over  L.C.C.,  knocking  them  out  of 
first  the  Loyola  tournament,  then  the  league  playoffs; 
and  a  good  showing  was  made  by  a  number  of  first 
year  Bantams,  noticeably  Anders  Bard,  Paul 
Capombassis,  and  Jeff  "Billy"  Bishop;  and  Jon 
Turnbull  was  appointed  goalie  for  the  Loyola  tour- 
nament all-stars.  Andrew  Seely  and  Mike  Capombassis 
finished  1-2  in  scoring,  not  far  ahead  of  players  like 
Paul  Roman,  and  David  Doheny.  This  group  of  people 
formed  a  team  which  went  through  a  very  forgettable 
season,  one  which  would  have  been  dismal  had  Coach 
Nicoll  not  made  us  refuse  to  give  up.  Thanks  for  a  good 
experience,  Mr.  Nicoll,  and  thankyou  for  never  saying 
"die". 

E.B. 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL 
HOCKEY 


This  season  our  team  played  a  series  of  games 
against  Appleby  College,  Loyola  College,  West  Island 
College,  as  well  as  Cote  St  Luc  and  Dallard  des  Or- 
meaux  Pee  Wee  "B"  teams. 

The  highlight  of  the  season  was  the  L.C.C.  In- 
vitational Tournament  which  featured  a  round  robin 
competition  and  included  teams  from  Ridley  College 
and  Appleby  College.  The  games  produced  a  first  ever 
tie  for  the  championship  -  with  S.H.S,  L.C.C  and 
Appleby  College  emerging  as  the  co-winners  of  the 
Tournament. 

Over  the  season,  twenty  games  were  played.  The 
players  improved  their  individual  hockey  skills  and 
gained  experience  in  executing  team  strategies. 

At  the  Athletic  Banquet  in  May,  our  team  captain, 
Chris  Clark,  was  awarded  the  Brian  Taylor  Memorial 
Award  for  best  Middle  School  Hockey  Player. 

The  players  and  the  coach  look  forward  to  another 
hockey  season  next  year  -  we  all  enjoyed  the  experience 
of  1981-1982. 

D.G.  Cude 
Coach. 


SENIOR  HOCKEY 


COACH:  Pierre  Beauchamp 
CAPTAIN:  Tom  MacFarlane 

After  a  slow  start,  this  year's  Senior  Hockey  team 
(commonly  called  "the  gang  of  12")  finished  very 
strong  in  the  second  half,  ending  up  with  a  super 
season.  The  team  finished  fourth  among  nine  teams  in 
GMAA  competition.  This  was  the  first  time  a  Senior 
Hockey  team  has  qualified  for  the  playoffs  in  GMAA 
league  play  in  SHS  history. 

The  team  tied  HSBHS  (21-0-0)  in  the  first  game  of 
the  playoffs  3-3,  but  lost  the  next  two  in  the  four 
point  series. 

The  intense  checking  of  Tim  Zyto  and  Tom 
MacFarlane  combined  with  goalscoring  sharp  shooter 
John  Higgins  and  brilliant  play  in  nets  by  Jonathan 
Elkin  along  with  disciplined  team  play  all  contributed 
to  the  team's  success.  Team  record,  31  games:  15-11- 
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CROSS-COUNTRY  SKIING 


COACH:  Bill  Kershaw 


This  year  proved  to  be  ideal  for  skiing  as  the  weather 
gave  us  plenty  of  snow  unlike  the  past  two  years.  Our 
teams  emerged  fighting  under  the  enthusiastic 
leadership  of  Coach  Bill  Kershaw.  The  racing  season 
within  the  GMAA  included  the  GMAA  Loppett  in 
Brownsburg  and  three  races  on  the  mountain  (Mount 
Royal).  All  the  team  members  entered  the  15  km  race 
within  the  loppett  and  many  finished  in  the  top  ten.  In 
the  team  races,  all  teams  did  very  well.  The  Bantams 
with  Duncan  Mclaren,  Doug  Bentley  and  Adam  Soutar 
skied  to  win  their  division.  The  midgets  with  Jonathon 
Ruzius,  Nick  Campeau,  Thomas  Antony  and  Marc 
Jany  also  took  the  gold  medal  in  their  division.  The 
tiny  Juvenile  team,  beaten  out  with  greater  numbers  by 


the  Rosemere  team,  was  captained  to  a  courageous 
second  place  finish  by  Bill  Coffey,  winner  of  the  MVP 
award.  Several  members  of  the  team  competed  in  the 
Laurentian  Loppett,  the  Montebello  Loppett,  and  the 
famous  Canadian  Ski  Marathon.  The  increased  en- 
thusiasm in  these  long  distance  events  by  Jonathon 
Ruzius,  Bill  Coffey,  Thomas  Antony  and,  of  course, 
Coach  Kershaw  was  very  encouraging.  All  those  who 
participated  attained  an  excellent  level  of  aerobic 
fitness  and  had  a  great  time.  So  until  next  year,  pray 
for  snow. 


J.C. 
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BANTAM  BASKETBALL  1982 


COACH:  Rick  Biewald 
CAPTAIN:  D.  McLaren 

The  Bantam  Basketball  team  began  its  last  week  of  regular  season  play  with  a  big  win  over  Herzliah,  St.  Laurent, 
Prominent  performances  in  the  win  included  those  of  Edouardo  Neuenschwander,  David  Verchere,  Chris  Naudie, 
Ricky  Hart,  and  Duncan  McLaren.  Neuenschwander  and  Verchere  controlled  the  boards,  while  some  fine  passing  by 
Hart  sparked  our  big  shooters,  Naudie  and  McLaren.  The  fine  performances  of  Frederick  Gervais,  Charles  Newman, 
Doug  Bentley,  Tim  Bishop,  Andrew  Ip,  and  Nicholas  Jorizzo  have  been  indispensible.  The  boys  worked  hard 
through  a  long  season  and  deserve  a  lot  of  praise  for  their  efforts.  Special  thanks  to  assistant  coach  Nick  Puerto  for 
his  work  with  the  boys. 


MIDGET  BASKETBALL  1982 

The  1981-82  midget  basketball  team  enjoyed  a  moderately  successful  season.  The  season  had  several  bright  points 
such  as  the  L.C.C.  tournament  and  the  first  ever  Selwyn  House  midget  basketball  tournament.  The  school  witnessed 
the  improvements  of  several  players,  such  as  Hagen  Mehnert,  Nick  Tingley  and  Attila  Joo.  The  improvements  added 
great  strength  to  the  play  of  the  regulars:  who  were  Jeff  Bray,  Dale  Patterson,  Karim  Nader,  George  Samuel,  Nick 
Von  Moltke,  and  Adam  Bandeen.  The  team  enjoyed  the  season  and  would  like  to  thank  Mr.  Dowd  for  being  such  a 
helpful  and  patient  coach. 

-Captain  Adam  Bandeen. 
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SENIOR  BASKETBALL 
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Senior  Basketball  did  not  have  as  good  a  season  as  the  coach  would  have  liked.  This  was  a  team  whose  members  had  a 
relatively  successful  past,  albeit  a  colourful  one.  The  eccentricities  of  this  team  will  certainly  be  remembered  by  those 
who  watched  their  spirited  practices.  When  they  put  their  mind  to  it,  they  even  played  well  sometimes. 

It  is  probably  better  to  relate  a  series  of  images  of  the  team  at  an  average  practice  in  the  form  of  a  description 
rather  than  an  explanation,  of  their  actions:  see  Aylmer  breeze  down  the  court  and  let  go  a  running-one-handed 
hook  shot  from  twenty  feet;  see  Torriani  fly  down  the  court  with  amazing  moves,  totally  out  of  control;  see  Eaton 
antelope  down  the  court  and  toss  up  a  "Tyrone"  hook  shot;  listen  to  Vineberg  make  a  comment  on  everything  that 
happens  in,  on,  and  around  the  court;  see  Drummond  come  down  the  court  and  sink  a  twenty  foot  jump-shot,  and 
then  listen  to  him  complain  about  the  foul  as  he  goes  back;  hear  the  crash  of  the  Mackay  defense;  see  Pascal  invent 
a  new  injury  for  every  occasion;  here  the  crack  of  the  Gault  foul,  and  then  listen  to  him  deny  that  he  was  on  the 
court  at  the  time;  see  Keene  walk  through  the  entire  practice,  then  come  alive  for  slam-dunk  attempts  after  practice; 
see  coach  Heath  introduce  his  own  version  of  the  rules  of  Basketball.  Those  who  had  the  privilege  of  watching  and 
hearing  will  never  forget. 

Gavin  Drummond 
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SQUASH 


This  year  there  were  some  significant  changes  to  the  squash  programme.  While  maintaining  our  customary 
associations  with  many  independent  schools,  we  became  members  of  the  Montreal  Junior  Squash  league.  This  league 
was  organized  with  the  intention  to  encourage  the  development  of  "B"  and  "C"  level  players,  by  exposing  them  to 
a  greater  variety  of  local  talent.  I  am  encouraged  by  the  progress  of  Kirk  Russell,  Geoffrey  Wagg,  James  Phillips 
and  Sean  Sofin.  I  believe  we  benefitted  from  our  participation  in  this  new  league  and  hope  to  continue  our  af- 
filiation with  it. 

One  of  the  highlights  of  the  season  was  the  Stanstead  -  Bishops  College  School  Tournament.  With  the  host 
schools,  we  competed  against  teams  representing  L.C.C.  and  Ashbury.  Selwyn  House  was  represented  by  Grant 
Daly,  Phillip  Lapin,  Tim  Utting  and  Kirk  Russell.  Grant  Daly  and  Phil  Lapin  finished  second  and  fourth  respec- 
tively, in  their  categories.  In  addition,  Chris  Eberts  and  Michael  Morden  participated  in  a  number  of  CSRA,  'A" 
level  tournaments. 

Gary  Butler 
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CURLING 


This  year,  the  curling  team  had  its  most  successful  season  ever.  Although  it  finished  in  second  place  again  this 
year,  it  placed  only  four  points  behind  the  first  place  team  in  its  GMAA  league.  The  players'  enthusiasm  and  good 
play  were  the  main  reasons  for  the  team's  success.  The  teams  were  led  by  their  able  skips,  Tony  Munroe  and  Esko 
Kilpinen,  who  were  supported  by  these  talented  curlers:  John  Kelly  and  John  Kardos;  the  thirds,  Thomas  Hood  and 
Pierce  Reid;  the  seconds;  and  Robert  Bernier  and  Guy  Maclaren,  the  leads.  Geoffrey  Dick  was  also  splendid  as  a 
replacement.  All  the  curlers  of  the  team  wish  to  express  their  sincere  thanks  to  their  coach,  Jack  Martin,  for  the 
work  he  did  in  helping  the  team  attain  their  high  rank. 

CO-CAPTAINS:  Tony  Munro,  Esko  Kilpinen. 
COACH:  Jack  Martin. 
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CROSS-COUNTRY  RUNNING 

This  year,  the  cross-country  running  team  enjoyed  its  most  successful  season  yet.  The  team  was  abundant  with 
enthusiastic  runners.  The  training  started  in  September  while  the  runners  built  up  their  endurance  under  the  direction 
of  Coach  Weber. 

A  private  meet  with  Sedbergh,  the  first  of  its  kind  in  SHS  running  history,  was  held  and  we  ran  off  with  a 
resounding  victory,  Derek  Eaton  and  David  Doyle  placed  first  and  second  with  the  rest  of  the  team  finishing 
strongly.  At  the  GMAA  meet  in  late  October,  Eaton  and  Doyle  placed  fifth  and  sixth  in  the  midget  boys  four  km. 
This  qualified  them  for  the  Provincial  Championships  in  Oka  where  they  finished  respectably. 

Strong  support  in  the  field  came  from  Thomas  Antony,  Bill  Coffey,  John  Cowling,  Fenton  Aylmer. 


Tremendous  thanks  are  due  to  Coach  Weber  whose  knowledge  benefitted  everyone  and  made  it  an  enjoyable 
season. 

Ty. 
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TENNIS  TEAM 


PLAYERS: 

Seiji  Guttierez 

Chris  Eberts 

Grant  Daly 

Geoffrey  Moore 

MOST  VALUABLE  PLAYER: 

Jonathan  Torriani 


BADMINTON 


COACH:  Mr.  Norman  J.  Trembath. 


Although  this  year's  GMAA  Badminton  Tournaments  were  scheduled  while  our  winter  sports  program  was  about 
to  end  and  our  spring  program  just  getting  under  way,  Selwyn  House  School  still  managed  to  recruit  some  excellent 
players  for  competition.  In  interscholastic  play  in  the  Open  division,  Geoffrey  Moore  once  again  showed  his  ex- 
pertise, playing  without  a  loss.  In  Midget  play,  Kirk  Russell's  effort,  excellent  skills  and  determination  were  not 
unnoticed.  The  Bantam  Doubles  team  of  Anthony  Lupu  and  Robert  Wexler  also  proved  to  be  a  pleasant  surprise,  as 
they  made  their  way  to  the  GMAA  Finals,  where  they  were  eliminated  after  very  close  competition. 

The  badminton  players  show  much  promise  for  the  future  and  are  eagerly  awaiting  the  start  of  a  new  season. 

INTERSCHOLASTIC  COMPETITORS 


Open 


Midget 


Bantam 


J.  Armstrong 
S.  Clark 
J.  Kardos 
P.  Lapin 
G.  Moore 
D.  Stevens 
G.  Wagg 


G.  Grant 
S.  Gutierrez 
P.  Huang 
A.  Joo 
T.  Reid 
K.  Russell 
E.  Szpyt 


T.  Chughtai 
J.  Kay 
A.  Kwong 
D.  Kredl 
A.  Lupu 
C.  Naudie 
R.  Wexler 
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BANTAM  RUGBY 


The  Bantam  Rugby  Team  closed 
off  its  season  with  5-1  record,  losing 
to  a  strong  Riverdale  team  in 
overtime  in  the  city  finals.  Despite 
this  heart-breaking  loss,  the  season 
was  a  successful  one  for  the  group  of 
boys,  who  improved  steadily 
throughout  the  year.  The  team  was 
often  inspired  by  Tony  Torriani's 
relentless  pursuit  of  the  ball  from  his 
wing  forward  position,  thrilled  with 
the  long  runs  and  kicks  by  outside 
centre  Paul  Capombassis,  heartened 
by  the  crisp  tackling  of  William 
Black,  and  satisfied  with  the  lineout 
jumping  of  David  Verchere  and 
Prasun  Lala.  Much  of  the  credit  for 
the  success  of  our  scrum  must  go  to 
the  excellent  timing  that  existed 
between  Kai  McCall  and  Anders 
Bard,  our  co-scrum  halfs,  and  the 
very  quick  feet  of  Peter  Hallward. 
Coach  Wearing  was  also  impressed 
with  the  development  of  new-comers 
Chris  Clark,  Ray  Ritchie,  and  Tom 
Schopflocher.  Although  this  team  has 
not  been  so  successful  as  some  of  its 
predecessors  have,  no  one  can  be 
critical  of  its  effort,  improvement, 
and  enthusiasm.  Special  thanks  must 
go  to  Rob  Wearing  for  his  out- 
standing coaching. 

COACH:  Rob  Wearing 
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MIDGET  RUGBY 


COACH:  Mr.  Eddie  Heath 


As  Coach  Heath  said  at  the  Sports  Banquet,  "Here  we  are  in  the  big  times  -  Midget  Rugby!"  Indeed,  he  was 
quite  right.  After  finishing  a  perfect  season  (with  some  one-sided  scores  as  67-0,  51-0,  56-0  ...)  in  fifteen-a-side, 
the  Midget  Rugby  team  had  just  come  back  from  the  Lachine  seven-a-side  tournament,  where  its  A  and  B 
teams  had  placed  first  and  second.  The  next  week  at  Westmount  Park,  after  a  slow  start,  the  Midget  15's  beat 
Lachine  High  School  to  win  the  City  Championship. 

Obviously  for  a  team  to  post  a  perfect  record  and  win  two  city  championships,  it  must  have  had  some  talent. 
The  strong  pack  of  forwards  -  Nick  von  Moltke,  Hagen  Mehnert,  Dave  Doyle,  Sean  Siev,  and  Erik  Blachford  - 
provided  a  good  push  in  the  scrum,  which,  along  with  the  consistent  hooking  of  Mike  Capombassis  and  the 
speed  of  wing  forwards  Adam  Bandeen  and  Phil  Thompson,  made  the  Selwyn  forwards  almost  unstoppable. 
On  the  rare  occasion  when  the  forwards  were  stopped,  they  could  rely  on  scrum  half  Robbie  Drummond  to  get 
the  ball  out  smoothly  to  the  speedy  backs,  Karim  Nader,  John  Higgins,  Dale  Patterson,  Edwin  Taguchi  and 
Nick  Tingley,  all  of  whom  were  backed  up  by  full  back  Jeff  Bray. 

Although  this  team  did  have  its  "stars"  who  were  well  rewarded  at  the  Sports  Banquet,  it  relied  equally  on 
every  member,  each  of  whom  played  to  his  potential. 

Next  year's  team  looks  very  promising,  as  many  young  players  have  made  their  debuts,  along  with  some 
older  midget  and  senior  players,  in  the  All-Gold  15's  team.  These  boys  played  very  well  this  year,  beating  a 
team  from  Bishop's  made  up  mostly  of  senior  players.  Mr.  Heath  found  some  aspiring  players  in  Jeff  Bishop, 
Bobby  Lunny,  Chris  Gillett,  and  Andrew  Seely.  Good  hooking  was  provided  by  Neil  Beaton,  while  Michael 
Stevenson,  Dave  Doheny,  Theo  Homa,  Colin  Chang,  Derek  Eaton,  and  Fenton  Aylmer  ran  well  in  the  backs. 

Both  midget  teams  were  admirably  coached  by  Eddie  Heath,  and  many  thanks  are  due  to  him  for  the  effort 
he  made  to  coach  the  teams  during  school  hours  and  on  Saturday  practices. 
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SENIOR  RUGBY 


COACH:  Peter  Govan 

CAPTAINS:  Team:  Sebastian  Gault 

Forwards:  David  Skinner 
Backs:  Gavin  Drummond 


7'S 


This  year,  the  Seniors  fielded  two  Senior 
7's  teams  for  the  annual  7's  Aside  Tour- 
nament held  in  Lachine.  The  hard  work  and 
dedication  of  these  players  finally  paid  off  as 
the  first  7's  team  came  up  victorious.  The 
team,  amid  heavy  rain  showers,  was  able  to 
beat  Bishops  for  the  city  championship.  The 
display  of  rugby  skills  was  quite  outstanding 
and  congratulations  should  go  to  Peter  Govan 
and  the  team  for  winning  the  first  7's 
tournament  in  Mr.  Govan's  time  at  Selwyn 
House.  Thanks  for  a  great  year  Mr.  Govan 
and  Congratulations!! 

David  Skinner 


— 
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15'S 


The  highlite  of  this  year  was  the  team's  trip  to 
Toronto.  Who  will  forget  such  highlites  as  that 
memorable  party  in  Oakville,  complete  with  pool  and 
Jacuzzi,  then  playing  Oakville  Trafalgar  the  next 
morning,  or  our  team  mascot,  "SCRONY  BOB" 
complete  with  MacKay's  scrum  cap  and  Vinberg's 
glasses.  Unfortunately  the  whole  season  wasn't  quite 
like  our  trip  to  Toronto.  Marred  by  bad  officiating,  we 
lost  our  second  place  hopefuls;  much  to  the  avail  of 
David  Pascal,  whose  great  effort  against  L.C.C.  was 
killed  when  his  game  winning  try  was  called  back.  This 
year's  team  was  not  just  a  set  of  backs  and  forwards, 
but  a  unit  together,  always  together,  always  giving 
1 10%,  and  a  coach  who  always  gave  120%. 

A.M. 

"You  guys  are  the  best  team  I've  ever  had  the 
pleasure  to  coach." 

P.  Govan. 
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THE  MOUNTAIN 
RUN 


In  the  fall,  the  senior  school  ran  a  small  race  up 
near  Beaver  Lake  to  take  the  place  of  the  House 
Games.  Reluctantly  for  most,  attendance  was 
mandatory,  but  all  that  participated  seemed  to 
enjoy  themselves  in  the  fresh  October  air.  David 
Doyle  managed  an  easy  victory  while  Mr.  Butler 
took  second,  closely  followed  by  John  O'Brien. 
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SPORTS  BANQUET 


This  year's  sports  banquet  was  certainly  the  most 
successful  yet.  Over  200  fathers  and  sons  and  even  a 
few  mothers  enjoyed  a  delicious  hot  and  cold  buffet 
prepared  by  Nina.  After  the  meal,  speeches  were  given 
by  the  coaches  and  prizes  were  awarded.  Pippo  De 
Leonardis,  Sebastian  Gault,  Tom  MacFarlane,  and 
Gavin  Drummond  swept  the  senior  school  with  most 
valuable  player  awards.  Gavin  also  won  the  senior 
school  athlete  of  the  year,  while  Prasun  Lala  picked  up 
the  junior  athlete  of  the  year. 

Also  the  following  were  elected  into  the  Sportsman's 
Guild  for  1982:  Pippo  De  Leonardis,  Scott  Vineberg, 
Sebastian  Gault,  Michael  Morden,  Andrew  MacKay, 
David  Pascal,  David  Doyle,  and  Paul  Sader.  Those  re- 
elected included;  Robbie  D'Aguayo,  Gavin  Drummond, 
David  Skinner,  Tim  Zyto,  Tommy  MacFarlane,  and 
Bill  Zacharkiw. 

All  in  all  everyone  had  a  good  time  and  those  who 
remain  in  Selwyn  House  look  forward  to  another 
delicious  meal  and  more  fun  next  year. 
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PRIZE  GIVING 

MIDDLE  SCHOOL  AWARDS 


Grade  5,  1st  BENJAMIN  DUFFIELD 
Grade  6,  1st  REZA  DIBADJ 
Grade  7,  1st  PRASUN  LALA 


Grade  5,  2nd  GLENN  MAH 
Grade  6,  2nd  CLARENCE  MAH 
Grade  7,  2nd  MICHAEL  ZENAITIS 
Grade  7,  3rd  CHRISTOPHER  CLARK 


THE  GRANT  GAIENNIE  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(For  all-round  Ability  in  Grade  5) 

BENJAMIN  DUFFIELD 

ALL-ROUND  ABILITY  IN  GRADE  6 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  A.I.  Matheson) 

KENNY  EAKIN 

LASIXIEME 

(For  outstanding  improvement  in  the  ability  to  work  in  the  French  Language) 

MICHAEL  PHILIPPS 

THE  SELWYN  HOUSE  CHRONICLE  CUP 

(Essay  Writing  in  Grade  7) 

PRASUN  LALA 

THE  MRS.  MARKLAND  PRIZE 

(For  distinction  in  public  speaking) 

TED  SCHOPFLOCHER 

THE  E.  GEOFFREY  BRINE  AWARD 

(For  outstanding  effort,  enthusiasm  and  ability  in  the  Middle  School) 

MICHAEL  ZENAITIS 


SENIOR  SCHOOL  AWARDS 


Grade  8,  1st  CHRISTOPHER  NAUDIE 


Grade  8,  2nd  PETER  HALLWARD 
Grade  8,  3rd  ETIENNE  COTE 
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Grade  9,  1st  FERHAAN  AHMAD 


Grade  10,  1st  KARIM  SHAR1FF 


Grade  9,  2nd  ERIC  BUNGE 

Grade  9,  3rd  MARC-ANDRE  AUDET 

Grade  10,  2nd  DEREK  EATON 


DISTINCTION  IN  FRENCH 

(Presented  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.M.  Molson) 

COLIN  CHANG 
ANDREW  WOODALL 

DISTINCTION  IN  MATHEMATICS 

COLIN  CHANG 

DISTINCTION  IN  CREATIVE  WRITING 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  and  Mrs.  C.F.  Carsley) 

GAVIN  DRUMMOND 

DISTINCTION  IN  CHEMISTRY 

DENIS  STEVENS 

DISTINCTION  IN  BIOLOGY 

DENIS  STEVENS 


DISTINCTION  IN  LITERATURE 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  G.R.H.  SIMS) 

DENIS  STEVENS 


DISTINCTION  IN  GEOGRAPHY 

JOHN  COWLING 

DISTINCTION  IN  LATIN 
(Louis  Tunick  Lazar  Memorial) 

KIRK  RUSSELL 
DISTINCTION  IN  PHYSICS 

COLIN  CHANG 

DISTINCTION  IN  SPANISH 

MICHAEL  MORDEN 


THE  D.W.  CHRISTIE  HISTORY  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mr.  Hugh  Doheny) 

GAVIN  DRUMMOND 

PUBLIC  SPEAKING  PRIZE 

(Presented  by 
Hon.  Justice  G.  Miller  Hyde) 

PHILIP  LAPIN 

THE  E.C.  MOODEY  DEBATING  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mr.  J.L.  Aimers) 

CHRISTOPHER  DONALD 
DAVID  SKINNER 

THE  THOMAS  HENRY  PENTLAND  MOLSON 
PRIZE  FOR  GENERAL  EXCELLENCE 

COLIN  CHANG 
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THE  GOVERNORS'  SHIELD 

(For  over-all  ascedancy  in  inter-House  Competition) 

WANSTALL  HOUSE 
THE  REDPATH  HERALD  AWARD 
SERGE  GHATT1S  -  DEREK  KRAOL 

THE  JOCK  BARCLAY  MEMORIAL  TROPHY 

(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  8) 

PETER  HALLWARD 

THE  ERNST  BRANDL  MEMORIAL  TROPHY 

(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  9) 

ERICBLACHFORD 

THE  ROBERT  A.  SPEIRS  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(Presented  by  Mr.  A .  S.  Troubetzk  oy) 
(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  10) 

DEREK  EATON 

YALE  CLUB  OF  MONTREAL  BOOK  AWARD 

(Presented  by  Mr.  James  Taylor) 

DEREK  EATON 

THE  GOVERNOR-GENERAL'S  BRONZE  MEDAL 

(For  A  cademic  Distinction  in  Senior  School) 

DENIS  STEVENS 

THE  THOMAS  CHALMERS  BRAINERD  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(Presented  by  Mr.  Charles  Lineaweaver  and  awarded  to  the  Senior  who,  in  the  opinion  of  the  Staff  and  of  his  classmates,  has  most  successfully 
combined  an  exceptionally  enthusiastic  and  purposeful  approach  to  School  activities  with  consistently  generous  concern  for  the  welfare  of 
others.) 

ANDREW  WOODALL 

THE  JEFFREY  RUSSEL  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  H.Y.  Russel  and  awarded  by  judgment  of  Staff  and  classmates  to  the  Senior  who  is  considered  to  have  shown  outstanding 
all-round  ability  and  character). 

GAVIN  DRUMMOND 

THE  LUCAS  MEDAL 

(In  Memory  of  the  Founder  of  the  School,  awarded  by  judgment  of  Staff  and  classmates,  to  the  Senior  who  is  deemed  to  have  made  the  most 
outstanding  contribution  to  the  life  of  the  School  by  way  of  academic  achievements,  leadership  in  games  and  activities,  and  by  good  example). 

DAVID  SKINNER 
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Tom  Ford  8C 


Seiji  Gutierrez  10B 


Edwin  Taguchi  10A 


\  \ 


Fenton  Aylmer  10B\    , 


167 
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II 


0;_Ci"<       not    Mr 

>^Dr    |*ficer\rce 


E.T 


■ 


Say  uncle? 


I  won't  come  down  until  you  let  me  drop  algebra. 


Is  he  sub-human,  or  just  ugly? 


Are  you  ready  to  land,  Mr.  Spock? 


Sir!  Wasn't  Napoleon  a  Greek? 


So  you  knit  one,  purl  two  -  not  the  other  way  around, 
stupid. 
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So,  how  are  the  wife  and  kids? 


This  guy's  good! 


iini' 


«*  * 


§*-"<l! 

avii 


»--:-. 


No,  we  do  NOT  show  that  kind  of  films 
don't  ask  me  again. 
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Typical  Selwyn  House  lunch  -  filet  mignon,  three  kinds  of  wine, 
Baked  Alaska,  cigars ... 


1MB 

Where'd  I  leave  that  Playboy? 


Those  back  flips  aren't  as  easy  to  do  as  I  thought! 


Hey!  Waiter!  Two  large  fully  dressed  pizzas  to 
go  for  my  friend  and  me. 
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Zzzzzz! 


I  know  it's  not  an  approved  methoci  -  but,  what  the 
heck,  it  works. 


1 


This  is  Pierre's  new  super  hormone  hair  tonic. 
Want  a  bottle? 


The  Memory  Hole  -  George  Orwell,  1984  (Centre 

office,  top  floor). 
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Eat  weel  do  you  no  good  to  ask  for  mercy.  All  I  have  to  do  is 
press  ze  button. 


What  are  you  looking  at? 


I     \ 

Another  case  of  teacher  brutality. 


Just  fifteen  minutes  and  I'll  be  in  the  disco. 
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Howarth  Inc. 

Specializing  in  School  Outfits 
for  Private  and  Public  Schools 


Howarth  Inc.  is  a 

Montreal  tradition. 

Thoy  have  dressed 

generations  of 

families  beginning 

with  school 

uniforms  for 

private  and  public 

schools,  both 

English  and 

French,  'through 

to  custom  made 

suits  and  shirts. 

The  sort  of  outfit 

that  always  looks 

right.  Under  one 

roof  you  can 

outfit  the  whole 

family 


HOWARTH  INC. 


MONTREAL 

1444  Ste.  Catherine  W 
861-9242 


OTTAWA 

(Formerly  Oerald  Preston  Ltd.) 

89  O'Connor 

232-0724 


TORONTO 

Toronto-Dominion  Centre 
363-0362 
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ENJOY  THE 
LURE  OF  THE  LIMERICK 


ig  One  Selwyn  House  student's  frustration 
S  Would  vanish,  he  claims  with  elation: 
"Without  the  exams 

And  the  pre-exam  crams, 
'd  be  a  scholastic  sensation!" 


THE  LIMERICK  is  a  very  ancient  art  form. 
Some  authorities  say  that  it  even  goes  back 
to  Aristophanes,  the  greatest  of  the  Greek 
comic  poets.  Edward  Lear,  however,  has 
been  given  much  of  the  credit  for  popular- 
izing it  about  150  years  ago. 


ENTER  OUR  LIMERICK  CONTEST 


Send  us  the  best  limerick  or  limericks  you  can  write  by 

Monday,  February  14th,  1983. 

We'll  have  a  prize  for  the  winner.  Mail  your  entry,  with  your  name, 

address  and  age  to  Birks  Limerick  Contest,  1240  Phillips  Sq., 

Montreal,  Quebec  H3B  3H4. 


HENRY  BIRKS  &  SONS 
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MONT  HABITANT 

RUN  BY  A  FAMILY 
FOR  YOUR  FAMILY 


in 
St.  Sauveur  Des  Monts 


THEO  WADDINGTON  INC 

1504Sherbrooke  St.  W. 

Montreal,  Que. 

M3G  1L3 
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When  you  succeed . .  .we  succeed. 

THE  ROYAL  BANK  OF  CANADA 
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ARCHITECTURAL  ANTIQUES  LTD. 
L' ARCHITECTURE  ANCIENNE  LTEE 

849-3344 
410  ST.  PIERRE 


OLD  MONTREAL 

Antique  doors,  columns,  stained 
glass  windows,  marble  and  wood 
fireplace  mantels,  mirrors,  spiral 
staircases,  metal  ceilings  and  very 
unusual  and  unique  items. 

OPEN  9  AM  TO  5  PM 
MONDAY  TO  SATURDAY 

We  buy  and  sell 


Folklore  I 


arts  folbloriques 
handcrafts  and  folbart 


4879  Sherbrooke  SI   W 

Montreal   Quebec    H3Z  2X8 

(514)  486-8852 


4020  OUEST  STE-CATHERINE  WEST 
MONTREAL,  QUE. 


932-0601 


TftcTticce  sports  triE 


SPECIALITY:   PATI NS- HOC KEY-AIGUI SAGE-BICYCLE 

VENTE   a  SERVICE 
SPECIALTY:  SKATE  FITTING-HOCKEY-SHARPENING- 
BICYCLE  SALE  &  SERVICE 


MENGOLD 
WHOLESALE  JEWELLERS  LTD. 

"The  Old  Post  Office" 

SHELDON  GOLDBERG  PRESIDENT 

1304  Greene  Ave.  Suite  301 


1356  AVENUE  GREENE 

WESTMOUNT,  QUEBEC 

CODE  POSTAL  H3Z  2B1 

TELEPHONE:  931-9428 
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(  The  Ultimate  in  Personalized  Service 


E  xquisite  Silver  Service 
X-cellent  Workmanship 
Quality  Gourmet  Menu 
Unique  Package  Planning 
I  nventive  Photographers 
S  uperior  China  Inc.  Royal  Doulton 
I  nterior  and  Exterior  Decorating 
T  otally  Co-ordinated,  Worry-free  Entertaining 

E  legant  Floral  Arrangements 

* 

C  ompetent  Professional  Staff 

Attractive  Reception  Tents  and  Canapies 

T  ransportation  -  Limousine  and  Bus  Service 

E  xceptional  Sound  Systems 

R  eliable  Parking  Attendants 

E  xhilerating  Live  and  Disco  Music 

R  ental  Facilities  Beyond  Expectation 


Regardless  of  size  and  complexity,  for  the  ultimate  in  personalized  service  contact  one  of  our 
professional  party  consultants  and  experience  our  unique  (Eurn-ifeejP 

It  is  a  well  known  fact... total  co-ordination  constitutes  a  significant  cost  reduction  and 
guaranteed  satisfaction.  Therefore,  we  invite  you  to  be  a  guest  at  your  next  joyous  occasion. 
Don't  hesitate.. .Call  to-day  at  93 1-88 14. ..You  will  not  be  disappointed. 

By  Appointment  Only 

MONTREAL  1  343  GREENE  AVENUE 

TORONTO  WESTMOUNT.   QUE.    H3Z  2A5 

OTTAWA  (514)    931-8814 
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ROBERT  REFORD  INC. 


221  St.  Sacrament  St. 
Montreal 
H2Y  1X2 


481-1128  /  481-1143 


344A  Victoria  Ave.  Westmount,  P.Q. 
H3Z  2M8 


GILL  &  DUFFUS 
CHEMICALS  (CANADA)  INC. 

1  Westmount  Square,  Suite  1305 
Montreal,  Quebec  H3Z  2R5 


Tel;  (514)933-4217 


Tlx:  055-60105 


Tel.:  (514)  937-4654 


Congratulations  to  the 
Graduating  Class  from 

THE  DOUBLE  HOOK  BOOK  SHOP 

1235A  Green  Ave.,  Montreal 


1329,  ave.  Greene, 
Montreal,  Que.  H3Z  2A5 


Tel.:  937-0642 


MENDELSON  GROSS 

PINSKY  DIZGUN  ZELMAN 

Suite  1212,  1  Westmount  Square 
Montreal,  Canada  H3Z  2W7 

(514)934-1333 

Cable  "Gromen" 

Telex:  05-24668 


LES  TISSUS  EXCLUSIFS  DE 

MINK'S    LLTTEDE 

EXCLUSIVE  FABRICS 


1383  AVE.  GREENE 
WESTMOUNT,  QUE.  H3Z  2A5 
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WARREN 


MEN'S  AND  BOY'S 
CLOTHING  AND  FURNISHINGS 

SELWYN  HOUSE 

AND  L.C.C. 

UNIFORMS  AND 

ACCESSORIES 

ALWAYS  IN  STOCK 

4884  Sherbrooke  West  484-3982 
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JOHN  A.  ROLLAND  INSURANCE  LTD. 


BROKERS     AND     AGENTS 
1245  Sherbrooke  St.  West,  Montreal,  Canada  H3G  1G2 


Telephones 
842-2339 
842-4560 
Area  514 


Our  Best  Compliments" 


Cable  Address 
"Jarolland" 


Congratulations  to  the 
Grad  Class  from 


HENRIETTA  ANTONY 
INC. 


4192  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 
(Corner  Greene) 


IS 


le  Permanent 


K.  Neal 

Directeur  —  Manager 


La  Compagnie  de  Fiducie 
Canada  Permanent 
La  Compagnie  d'hypotheques 
Canada  Permanent 

1326  Avenue  Greene  Avenue 
Westmount,  Quebec   H3Z  2B1 
Telephone:  (514)  931-7554 


FRANK  A.  NORMAN  INC. 

COURTIER  IMMOBILIER  RESIDENTIEL 
SERVICE  PROFESSIONNEL 

RESIDENTIAL  REALTOR 
EXPERT  SERVICE 

Pour  service  a  I'etranger, 

veuillez  communiquer  avec  notre 

service  international 

For  service  out  of  Montreal, 

call  our  International  Division 

1255,  boulevard  Laird,  Ville  Mont-Royal 

731-6817 

Membre  de  la  Chambre  d'lmmeuble  de  Montreal 
Member  of  the  Montreal  Real  Estate  Board 


TEL.     933-4378 


TEL.:   933.4046 


OH  MAN'S 


1216   GREENE  AVE. 

WESTMOUNT.   QUE. 


J.  LAURITZEN  (CANADA)  INC. 


One  Westmount  Square 

John  W.  Wright 
Asbjorn  S.  Gjertsen 

Cable:  Jayell 
Tel:  (514)931-0371  Tlx:  05-24626 
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II  Montreal  Trust  ne  fastest  growing 

real  estate  SERVICES     realtor  in  Quebec 

Call  any  one  of  the  professionals  below  who  have  these  outstanding  homes 
available  to  show  you  and  can  give  full  details. 

If  you  are  thinking  of  selling  your  home,  well  be  pleased  to  give  you  a 
market  value  of  your  property.  Of  course,  you're  under  no  obligation. 


§  Montreal  Trust 
VSfeU  worth  talking  to. 

934-1818    4150  St.  Catherine  West  wcr^-w^Westmount    934-1818 


189 


Finally. 

An  Apple 

for  the 

student. 

An  Apple  Computer. 

With  its  total  versatility,  built-in 
color  graphics,  and  our  complete 
selection  of  software  programs 
it  gives  students  a  real  edge  in 
school  And  for  the  rest  of  their 
lives. 

An  Apple  is  so  simple  to 
learn  that  we  can  show  you  the 
basics  in  almost  no  time  So  come 
in  today  for  a  free  demonstra- 
tion And  well  show  you  how 
much  smarter  you'll  feel 
with  an  Apple  on  your  desk 

Mnpphz  computer 

^^-  Authored  Dealer 

ComputerLand 

We  know  small  computers. 
Let  us  introduce  you. 

4160  Ste.  Catherine  West  (Corner  Greene) 
933-4208 


MIYAMOTO  PROVISIONS 

382  VICTORIA  AVENUE 
WESTMOUNT.  QUEBEC     H3Z  2N4 


BUS:    481. 1952 


T.   MIYAMOTO 
RES.  681-2044 


Tom 
Alevisatos 


NICK, 


1377  Greene  Avc.Wcstmt.li3z  2ai 


CONCORDIA 
UNIVERSITY 


Best  Wishes  to 
the  1982  Graduates 


JEBSENS 


JOHN  R.  FINDLAY 


PRESIDENT 


Suite  446  -  One  Westmount  Square         Telephone  (514)931-2526 


Montreal  H3Z  2P9  Canada 


Telex  05-268630 
Cable  BRAEMARCO 


^^MWWWWWVWWM^ 


HASKO 

Construction  Inc. 


G.  T.  HASKO 

President 

Res.  937-1970 


366  VICTORIA  AVENUE 
Westmount,  Que. 
H3Z  2N4 
Tel.  484-3514 


NESBITT 

THOMSON 


Nesbitt  Thomson 
Securities  Limited 


Nesbitt  Thomson 
Bongard  Inc. 


Nesbitt  Thomson 
Securities,  Inc. 

New  York 


Nesbitt,  Thomson 

Limited 

London 


Nesbitt  Thomson 
Securities  A.G. 

Zurich 


Exchange  Memberships 

Toronto,  Montreal,  Vancouver,  Alberta,  Winnipeg, 
Winnipeg  Commodity,  New  York,  Midwest,  American  (Associate) 

Offices  in  Principal  Cities  Across  Canada, 
New  York,  London  and  Zurich 
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CONGRATULATIONS 


TO  THE 


CLASS  OF 

'82 


from 


l^LiQ^ 


THE  YEARBOOK  STAFF 
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